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 TotheRi6nuT HonovnraABLt the 


MADAM, 


1 HAVE now the Honour of pra· 
{1 bg fenting a Con E Dy to Your La- 
dAduyſbip, which has not in it one 
= indecent. Expreſſion, nor one im- 
ag Thought. This, perhaps, may give it 
no Advantage on the Stage, ſince it happens 
to be fo directly contrary to the uſual Ro- 
preſentations there; but (what is a much 
greater Glory) it will be the moſt powerful 
Recommendation to the Favour and Protec- 
tion of Your Ladyſhip, and is a Circum- 
ſtance without which L could never have 
preſum d to offer it to Your Peruſal. Your 
"We has too diſegrning and juſt a Taſte 
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the midſt of Courts and Gran 


1 


to corrupt the Mind; and Your Candor is 


ſufficient to excuſe a great many Defects in 
an Entertainment which employs no Arts to 
pleaſe, but ſuch as are honeſt and innocent. 

Aoliere, MA DAM, is, properly, the Au- 


thor of this Play: for moſt of the Scenes in it 


are tranſlated from one or other of his Come- 


dies; and the only little Merit I pretend to, 


is, that of having work'd them up into one 


Plot, and made them unite in carrying on 
the ſame Deſign. But, even this, I. hope, 


may be of ſome Service towards reſtoring 


that Comedy may be entertaining without the 
leaſt mixture of Ribaldry or Profaneneſs. 
That armiable Goodneſs and Humilit 


y, in 
eur, for 


which Your Ladyſtip is ſo deſervedly re- 


rtnarkable, have emboſdend me to make this 
hurible Offering, and ſeek for Shelter under 


Your great Namie. ---- Whither ſhould the 
Muſes fly, but to Thoſe who know thetn, 


and love them becatife they kt. ‚ them 2 


cate to find a Pleaſure in their Acquain- 


rance, or Greatneſs of Soul enough to give 
0 1 them 


them 
how juſtly do you ſtand the 


rötection; and, y thoſe Few, 

oremoſt 
Titles, Riches, Diꝑnities, are poſſeſs d by 
many; but to wear them gracefully, to en- 
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joy them truly, unenvy d, below d, rever d 
by all, is the peculiar Happineſs of Lady 


HERTFORD, Who, ſuperior as ſhe is in 


Honouts and Perſonal Qualities, is ſtill mort 


ſuperior in the Embelliſhments of the Mind, 
and in the Practice of every eminent and 


graceful Virtue, - 


That Heaven may long bleſs Mankind 


with ſo bright a Pattern of real Worth aud 
true Greatneſs, is the zealous With of,  - 
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MA DAM 
m Lnhyfip's mf obliged s 


mut devoted humble Ser want, 
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The Author of To-night has bore away © 


PR OL O G U E. 
5 TY by Mr. MILLS, Senior. 


TN ſome fair Carden, where the vernal Showers. 


Have bleſi'd the Soil, and rais'd the blooming Flowers, 
The anxious Lover walls with curious Eye, 


| Hind marks and culls em as he paſſes by; 


From each gay Border he ſelects the beſt, - 
And forms a Noſegay for bis Flora's SN 


With equal Pleaſure, and with equal Care, . 


From the rich Treaſures of the great M oliere, 


The various Parts which form the following Plays 2 

No Merit to himſelf he dares to claim; 

And hopes you'll think that be deſerves no Blame. © 
But O! 'tis bold, in this cenſorious Age, 

To dare to bring pure Nature on the Stage; 


ben Taſte and Writing both are ſunk ſo low, 


That nought's produc'd or lik'd but Song and Shew. | 


In Johnſon's, Fletcher's, and great Shakeſpear's Days, 


To Senſe and Virtue Poets tun'd their Lays, 
For Senſe and Virtue then were ſure of Praiſe : L 


Genius was then the Soul of Poeſy 3 


Nature the Miſtreſs, always in its Eye ER 
And Wit the Maid, whom it addreſs'd her by. 


But in this ſcribling, Monſter- breeding Age, 


Nature and Senſe are baniſh'd from the Stage; 
To charm the Eye or Ear is made the whole, 


And none or dares, or aims to touch the Soul: 


PROLOGUE. 


For This, our Bard aſſumes the Doctor's Parr, 
In hopes to reach that Gangrene of the Heart. 
A Doſe he brings, where every Drug finds Place, 
That's judg'd of Service in the deſp'rate Caſe. 

In ſhort, good Sirs, To-night we act a Play, 
That's far, far diff 'rent from the modern May; 
So very different, it has not got | 
One ſingle ſimile, and but one Plot 
No courtly Phraſe to hide the want of Thought, ; 
Nor dubious Feſt, with meanleſs Meanings fraught z 
Chaſte Wit and ſolid Senſe alone are join'd, 
Fit for the modeſt Ear, and manly Mind. 

Let others pleaſe at Modeſty s Expence, 
And barter Virtue for the Joys of Senſe 


Such mean, pernicious Arts, we ſcorn, nor dare 
Corrupt the Heart to'gratify the Ear : 


o nate Inſtruction Partner with Deligbt, 


Shall be our Care by Day, our Thoughts by Night ; 

This gladly we purſue — the only way 

Your boundleſs Favours we can e' er repay : 

Accept then, with a kind indulgent Smile, | 
This firſt.- fruit Offering of our grateful Toil. 


Dramatis 


| Dramatis Perſonæ. 


| M E N. | + 
Sir Credulous Hippiſh, > Mr. Griffin. 
Heartwell, his Brother, Mr. Hewitt. 


Beaumont, a Young Gentleman of . 
Fortune, in Love with Belina, C Mr. W. Mills. 


Dr. Mummy, Phy/ician to Sir Cres 
Jul bus, Yo * 1 ; 52 Johnſon, 


Dr. Diaſcordium, 1 Phyfe ician, Mr. Miller. 3 


Looby Headpiece, E/q; Nephew 3 My. Cibbe er. 2» 


Dr. Mummy, 
Mr. Galleypot, an Apothecary, Mr. Harper. 
Mr. Cranny, an Attorney, Mr. Sheppard. 
Joſeph, 4 Country- Fellow Servant to 
Headpiece, , J A. Hallam. 
Poet, Mr. Oates. 
Conſtable, 1 8 Mr. Winſtone. 
WOMEN. 
Lady Hippith ſecond Wife to Sir Cre- 


dulous, | "ae. Butter. 
Belina, Daughter to Sir Credulous, Mrs. Pritchard. 


Agnes, younger Daughter to Sir Cre- 
dulous, 5 Miſe Cole. 


Primroſe, Belina's Maid, © Mrs. Clive. 


SCEN E, Grofvenor-Square. 
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SET L $SCENE-L 


1 SCE NE, Sir Credulous Hippiſh's Houſe. 


BELINA, PRIMROSE. 
B E L INA. 


RR RIMROSEY!/ 
Prim. Madam. 
i 1 Belina. Look on me a little. 
Pein. Well, I do look on you. 
2g Belina. Primroſe! 
Prim. Well, what would you have with Primtoſe ? 
Belina. Can't you gueſs? 
Prim. Some Talk, I ſuppoſe, of our new Acquain- 
tance, Mr. Beaumont, 
B Belins. 


zR r 
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The Molber -3n-Law; | or, 


Belina. Since knew that., Primroſe, did 
not you begin Go wk of Him 8 e che 


ainis of fort 
| Var eder OY to do : Von are 


Prim. You | 
ſo very induſtrious in that Poitir, tis a hard Matter to 
be beforehand with you. 

Belina. I own, that I can never be tir'd of ſuch an 
2preeable Subject; and, as you are the only Perſon 1 
dare diſcover my Inclinations to | 
Prim. True: Come then, you ſhall have a breaths 
ing Bout — begin preſently tho', and be as ſhort as 
poſſible, for your Father, you know, at this time of 
Day, is wanting ſome Slop or other every Moment; 
and if he were to take but a Biſon of Gruel leſs than 
his Doctors preſcribe him, the very Tue! of it 

would kill him. Come, what would you ſay? 
'  Belina, Tell me, Primroſe, doſt thou blame me for 
the good Opinion I have of him? 

Prim. No, no, d'ye think I'm a Fool? 

Belina. Would you have me inſenſible to all his 
Vows and Proteſtations of Affection? | 

Prim. Lack-a-diy ! No. 

Belina. Pr'ythee tell me now, don't you really think 
there was ſomething of Deſtiny i in the odd Adventure 
that brought us acquainted? 

Prim. Certainly. 

Belina. Was there ter fimerbing uncommonly gen- 
teel and brave in that Action of reſcuing me, without 
knowing any thing of me? 

Prim. True. 


Belina. And was it poſlible for any-one to -make -8 
more generous Uſe of it? 
Prim. Apreed. 


Belina. Then you can' t but think bins n very 'hand- 
ſom, Primroſe ? 
Prim. Moſt certainly. 


Belina. Then he talks, Primroſe, be talks like an 
Angel. 
Prim. Good. 


But come, have you nothing new 


to ſay of him? I've had all this fifty times over al- 
ready. | Belina. 


De Doctor the Diſeaſe. F 


Belina. But, my dear Primraſe, doſt thou believe he 
is ſo much in love with me as he pretends to be? 

Prim. Um! Troth that's not abſolutely to be de- 
1 upon: The Sbew of Love is very like the 
Reality; and I've ſeen Actors of that Part who have 
perform'd it to a Miracll ee. 7 
n  Belina. Well, I can't poſſibly ſuſpe& him of the 
I & leaſt Deceit in the Manner he ſpeaks. 

Prim. In the Manner you hear, I believe not. But 
this Quoſtion will ſoon be clear d up. The Reſolu- 
tion he hath taken, as he writ you Yeſterday, to ask 
your Father's Conſent, will ſoon diſcover if his Pro- 
T5 be real or not. That will be a Proof in- 

ced. 

Belina. My Father can certainly have no Objection 
to the /Propaſalz he can never be againſt ir, ſure. 
Prim. That's not as he will himſelt. You know 
how finely he's manag'd by his old Doctor, and youn 
Wife. — Oh! Tu Mother of yours, Madam! 
that Mother - in- law, I mean, of yoprs, is a {ad Jade, 
with Reverence be it ſpoken; ther daily Buſineſs, ever 
ſinoe ſhe came into the Houſe, has been to wheedle 
and cheat the fond old Gentleman of all that he has; 
and her daily Prayers, that, as ſoon as ſhe has got all, 


Oo ü 


ſhe may tumble him into his Coffin. 

| Beligg. I'm as well convinced of her Prejudice to 
me, as of her Power over my Father; all my Hopes, 
therefore, are placed in you, Primroſe. 5 
Prim. We'll do our beſt. Her fawning Lady- 
ſhip tries all ways to gain me over to her Intereſt, but 
a | ſhe may ſpare her Pains; I don't care for cheating, 


except in Love and at Cards. But we have ſtaid 
dattling here too long, I ſhall be knock d o' the Head. 


d- Beliua. But hold, Primroſe, can't you by ſome means 
or other ſound my Father, to find whether Beaumont 
has made any Application to him or not? 

an rim. Bleſs me! what Haſte you are in! Why, 
You. had better ſend him word to come and do it im- 

w i wmcdiately, if you can't live another Day without him. 

"3 = Belina. 


4 The Mother - in- Law; or, 


Belina. Sure, Primroſe, you have never known what 
tis to be in Love! © | 

Prim. Yes, yes, I have; and I know what 'tis to 
pity poor Souls that are —— So come along with me 
into ſome Room where we may hear your Father's 
Bell, and there we'll talk a little more about him. 
Ha, ha, ha! _ | Exeunt, 


G k, , Mia 


Ye QAO ww. v4 


SCENE II. 


Sir Credulous diſcover'd in an Eaſy-Chair, by a Table, 

on which are Phials, Galleypots, Bolus's, &c. and a 
large File of Apothecaries Bills. — Sir Credulous 
having a long Apothecary's Bill in his Hand, which he 
is caſting up. 


Sir Cred. Three and two's Five, and five's Ten; 
Three and two's Five. | Taking off his Spectacles, and 
ſigbing.] O lack! O lack! I profeſs it is a grievous 
Fatigue to examine and caſt up one's Apothecary's Bills. 
It does one almoſt as much harm as all the Phyſick in 
'em did one good, and yet this is but of a moderate 
Length But I've juſt got thro' ir. | Putting on | 
his SpeRacles again.] - Item the 29th, an Aperient, 
Stomatick, Corroborative, Bolus, compos'd ſecun- 
dum Artem, to expel, diſſipate and evacuate his 
Worſhip's ill Humours, 6s. 64. There's one thing 
in my Apothecary which pleaſes me much, and that 
is, his Bills are always mighty civil: — His Worſhip's 

ill Humours, 65. 64. — Ay, but Mr. Galleypot, it is 
not enough to be civil, you ſhould be a little reaſona- 
ble too, and not flea your poor Patients; 6s. 64. for 
a Bolus! your Servant for that; you never reckon'd 
me more in your other Bills than 55. and fs. in the 
Language of an Apothecary, is as much as to ſay half . 

2 Crown — there it is then, half a Crown. — Item 

the ſaid Day at Night, an Hepatick, Soporifick, Som- Wc 
niferous Julep, compos'd to make his Worſhip ſleep, 

25. 6d. I don't complain of rhar, for it made me 

ſleep well. —— Jem the zoth, a good deterſive Cly- 
| | | iter, 


hp 25 


wv yp @ mp 22 
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t i fter, compos'd of double Catbolicon, Rhubarb, Mel 

Roſatum, &c. 8 to Dr. Mummy's Preſcription, 
o to waſh, ſcour, cleanſe, and deterge his Worſhip's 
Abdomen, 4.5. 64. — What! 4s. 64.! for a Clyſter! 
s i You jeſt, you jeſt, Mr. Galleypot; you ſhould uſe your 
1. Patients with ſome Humanity: If this be your way 
. of treating People, one would be ſick no longer: Put 
down, put down 35. if you pleaſe. —— Three and 
two's five, and five's ten, and ten's twenty; twenty 
and ten's thirty, and five thirty-five. —— Sum Total 
for the Month of December is Thirty-five Pounds ſe- 
ven Shillings and fix Pence. I'm glad we are fo 
moderate. Let me ſee then, in this Month I 
have taken but one, two, three, four, five, fix, ſeven, 
eight Purgative Medicines z and one, two, three, four, 
five, fix, ſeven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve Bot- 
Wtles of Cordial Julep; and laſt Month I took Twelve 
of the one, and Twenty of the other. I don't won- 
er that I'm not ſo well this Month as I was the laſt. 
Hah! I feel the Effects of my Omiſſion already; I'm 
ſeiz'd all over with a ſhivering Fit. Where's Primroſe ? 
Where are they all? My ſpeaking's to no purpoſe, 


t, 'm always left alone. [ Rings a Bell.] They are deaf: 
n- Wu rimroſe! | Rings. |] My Bell's not loud enough. 
his Rings. ] Is it poſſible they could leave a poor fick 
ng {Creature all alone in this manner? Oh miſerable! O 
nat {Heavens ! they'll let me die here. [Rings louder.) Why, 
p's {Primroſe ! I ſtay. 7 

; Is 


Enter Primroſe. 85 

for Prim. Here I am, Sir. | 
n'd BB Sir Cred. Ah, you Slut! Ah, you Baggage! 
Prim. | Pretending to have hurt her Head. | The Duce 


the 

jalf ad your Impatience for me, ringing at ſuch a rate — 
ters ou have made me break my Head againſt the Win- 
m- flow - ſhutter, Pm ſure, hurrying one ſo. 
ep, Sir Cred. Ab, Traitreſs! 


me Prim. Oh! Oh! [ Crying, to prevent his Scolding. 
ly- 8 Sir Cred. Tis a — = 
ter, Prim. Oh! Oh! 


B23 :. Sir, Cred. 


6 The Mother - in- Law Of, 
Sir Cred. Tis an Hour ä ſ 
Prim. Oh! Oh! 3 f 
Sir Cred. Hold your faucy Tongue, that I may ſcold ) 
at thee, of Pl] —— | | 
Prim. I like that indeed, after what I have done to | / 
my ſelf. mg w_ 1 V 
Sir Cred. Thou haſt made me bawl my Throat fore, 
Gipſy. | 3 e 
Prin. And you have made me break my Head; ſo \ 
ſet one againſt Vorher, and we are quit. 
Sir Cred. How, Confidence! f 
Prim. If you ſcold, Ill cry. 
Sir Cred. To leave me, you Jade 


Prim. Oh! Oh! a 

Sir Cred. Again! I ſhall run mad! Why, you pert, 
braſen, abominable, provoking Monſter, ſhan't I have 
the Pleaſure of Scolding at thee neither? 

Prim. If you have the Pleaſure of Scolding, tis but 
fair that I ſhould have the Pleaſure of Crying; one's 
as reaſonable a Pleafure as fother. 

Sir Cred. Well, well, ha' done — Take away theſe 
things here, and ſee you get me my Gruel ready. 
Prim. Ay, this Dr. Mummy and Mr. Galleypot divert 

themſelves finely, at the Expence of your Carcaſe. 
They have a rare Milch-Cow of you; and I'd gladly 
know what Diſtemper you have, that your Maw mu 
be thus perpetually ſtuff *d with Phy fick. . 

Sir Cred. Peace, Ignorance. Tisn't for you to 
contradict the Preſcriptions of Art. Go, call 
my Daughter Belina here, I've ſomething to ſay to 

. RS 

Prim. She's here already, Sir. 


Enter Belina. ' Z ba 
Sir Cred. Come here, Belina, J vrant to ſpeak with 
">" | FER. bee 
Belina. I wait your Pleaſure, Sir. Ges = 5 
Sir Cred. Why, Pve a Piece of News to tell you, 
that perhaps you little expect, Girl. Here's a March, kn 
you mult know, propos'd to me for you Moi 
. — — — — — 


The Daflor the mw +» 


ſmile at but naming Matrimony — Ab, Nature, Na- 
ture! By what I perceive then, Girl, I need not ask 
you if you are willing or not. . 
Baliua. I'm. ready, Sir, to ſubmit to any thing that 
vou ſhall cammand me. | find Beaumont has been 
wich him. [Ade to Primroſe. 
Sir Cred. I'm glad to find I've ſuch a dutiful Daugh- 
ter; for ! have refutes on the thing, and given my 
J Word for it. | 
| Prim. Ay, this is ſomething like now; 'tis the wiſeſt 
Action you ever did in your Life. 
Sir Cred. 1 have not ſeen the Gentleman yet, but 
I'm told that he'll be every way to the Satisfaction of 
us both. 
. Belins. That, Sir, I'm certain of; for I have ſeen 
him already. 
Kir Cred, Seen him! why, 1 did not know he Was 
ur come to Town yer. 
ry Belina. Since your Conſent, Sir, encourages me to 
"  [f diſcover my Inclinations, you muſt know that good 
iſ Fortune hath lately brought us acquainted, and that 
the Propoſal which has been made to you, is the Ef- 
rt] fect of 1 Eſteem which at the firſt Interview we 
e. conceiv'd for one another. 
u Sir Cred. That's more than I knew; but I'm glad 
; on't: ſo much the better that things go ſo ſmoothly. 
— He's a ſtrapping jolly Youth, Fa told. 
to Belina. He's well made, Sir. 
call Sir Cred. Agrecable in his Perſon. 
to Helina, Molt agreeable. 
7 Sir Cred. Well accompliſh'd. 
Belina. In the higheſt Degree. 
Sir Cred. Um! Why, that's ſurpriſing in one that 
has been born and bred at the Land's Eud. 
rich Belina. Born and bred at the Land's Exd, Sir! 
0 Sir Cred. Ay, ſo Dr. Mummy tells me. 
Belina. wor Dr. Mummy know him, Sir? | 
Sir Cred. A pretty Queſtion indeed! He may well 
know him, I think, when he's his Nephew. 
Belina. Beaumont Dr. Mummy's Nephew ! 
— — x FC CM 


g The Mother-in-Law; or, 
Sir Cred. Beaumont! I'm talking of the Perſon you 


are to marry. | | 
Belina. Very well. 


Sir Cred. And that's the Nephew of Dr. Mummy, 


the young Corniſh Squire; his Name is Looby,' not 


Beaumont. Dr. Mummy, Mr. Galleypot, and my ſelf, 
made up the Match; and this Afternoon he's expected 
in Town, when he will be introduced to me by his | 
Uncle.-———Hah! What's the matter? Why, you 
are ſurpris'd! * . 
Belina. Why, to ſay the Truth, Sir, you have all 
this while been talking of one Perſon, and I of ano- 
ther. 3 oY 
Prim. Sure, Sir, you have no ſuch ridiculous Inten- 
tion. A Lady of her Education and Fortune, to. be 
tied to a Corniſh Numps! ITE: 
Hir Cred. What Buſineſs have you to be meddling, 
Impudence? 5 . 1 
Prim. Lard, Sir, don't fall immediately into your 
Invectives; can't we reaſon the Thing together with- 
out being in a Paſſion? Let us talk about it in cool 
Blood. What Reaſon can you give for this prepoſte- 
rous Match, pray? _ 5 e 
Sir Cred. My Reaſon's this; That finding my 
ſelf ib firm and ſickly, as I am, I would gladly have fo 
able a Phyſician as Dr. Mummy, related to me, that [ 
might have in my own Family ſome Aſſiſtance againſt 
my Maladies, and now and then make one at a Con- 
ſultation my ſelf. „ 
Prim. Very well — But, Sir, tell me, are you up- 
on Honour really fick ? „% Dh. | 
Sir Cred. How Huſſy! am I fick! am] really ſick, 
Impudenece! _ 12 . 
Prim. Well, well, Sir, you are ſick then; we 
won't quarrel about that. Yes, you are very ſick, and 
more ſo than you think for, that's granted. But your 
Daughter 1s to marry for her ſelf, and ſhe not being 
fick, wants no Dr. Mummy for her Relation. 
Sir Cred. But Ido, Miſtreſs; are you anſwer'd now? 
Beſides, This Mr. Looby is Dr. Mummy's only Heir 
[ Who' 


on it. 
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| who'll ſettle his whole Eſtate on him, in conſideration 


of this Marriage, and Dr. Mummy has a good Five 
Thouſand a Year. 

Prim. Mercy onus! what a world of People muſt he 
have kill'd to get ſuch an Eſtate! 

Sir Cred. Why you horrible, impudent — hold your 
Peace. I'm reſolv'd on this Match, and 
Belina. But, Sir, you won't ſurely — 

Prim. O! don't mind it, Madam; your Father is 
but in jeſt. 
Sir Cred. I am not in jeſt, Minx I am reſolv'd up- 


Prim. O fy! don't talk ſo. 

Sir Cred. Nor talk ſo! 

Prim. No. 

Sir Cred. Why ſo, Huſſ⸗ 1 

Prim. They'l) ſay you . t know what you talk. 
Sir Cred. They may ſay what "oy pleaſe, bur I'll 


make her obey. 


Prim. You won't indeed. 
Sir Cred. Hey-day! this is pleaſant enough! Iman: c 


diſpoſe of my own Daughter as l pleaſe ! 


Prim. No, I tell you. 

Sir Cred. Who ſhall hinder me, Huſſy? | 
Prim. Your ſelf, Sir; you won't dah the Heart to 
do it, your fatherly Tenderneſs won't let you. 

Sir Cred. Don't let her depend upon that. 
Prim. Ah! dear Sir; Tis but her ſhedding a 
few mollifying Tears, throwing her pretty Arms a- 


bout your Neck, a dear Papa, with a Sigh, a Sob, and 
a Kiſs — and the Buſi neſs is done. 

Sir Cred. I tell you I'm not to be mov'd. 

Prim. Lack-a-day! don't I know you; you are na- 
turally good-humour'd? 

Sir Cred. I'm not good- humour'd, Pm ill-humour'd 
when I have a mind to't, and 

Prim. Soſtly, ſoftly, Sir; you are fick, and ſhould 
not be in a Paſſion. | 

Sir Cred. I command her abſolutely to prepare to 
take the Husband I deſign for her. _ 

Prim. 
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Prim. And I abfolutely forbid her to do any fuck 
thin 
$5 Cred. Why you inſolent Baggage, I'll cane yen 


heartily. | | Running after her. 
Prim. Tis my Duty to oppoſe a thing that would 
make you ridiculous. | Running from him. 
Sir Cred. Come hither, come hither; Pll teach you 
to prate. 
Running round the Chair with his Came in bis End. 

Prim. No, ſhe ſhan't marry this Squire _ 
ſhe was never made for a Corniſh Hug. 

Sir Cred. Belina, hold that Jade for me. 

Belina. Dear Sir, don't diſorder your ſelf, van in 
creaſe your Ilinels. 
Sir Cred. If you don t hold her, I'll not give you 

my Bleſſing. 

Prim. Aud PN difinherir her, if ſhe does. 

Sir Cred. Oh! Oh! I can hold no longer ——— I 
hall faint, I ſhall die. 


[ Throwing himſelf inte his 0h · cher ; 


Enter Lady Hippiſh. 


Ah! my Dear; come hither, come hither. 
Lady Hip. W hat ails my poor Dear? 
Sir Cred. Ah! my Love, come hither and help me, 
Lady Hip. What's the matter, my dear Child? 
Sir Cred. Love. 

Lady Hip. Well, my Love. 
Sir Cred. Oh! Oh! they have been teizing a poor 
infirm and weakly Creature here, out of the ſmall 
matter of Life and Spirits he has left. 
Lady Hip. Alas! my poor dear Chucky; and how 
pray, my Dove? | 

_ © Sir Cred. Your Jade, Primroſe, is grown more im- 

pudent than ever. 

8 S907 Hip. Don't put your {elf into a Paſſion, my 

Sir Cred. She has made me mad, my Dear. 
Lady Hip. _ my Child. 


Sir Cred. 
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Sir Cred. She has been contradifting me this Hour 
about things that. 


Lady Hip. So, fo, foftly, ſoftly. 

Sir Cred And has had the Impudence to tell me that 
I'm not fick, when you know, my Heart, how it is 
with me. 


Lady Hip. Yes, my Heart, I know that you are Ve= 
ry feeble and weak. 

Kir Cred. That Jade will kill me; ſhe's the Cauſe of 
all the Choler I breed; and I have deſired, I know 
not how often, that ſhe might be turn'd away. 

Lady Hip. Alas! Child, there are no Servants but 
Have their Faults z we muſt endure their bad ns 
that we may have the Uſe of their good ones. 
Primroſe, come here; What's the Reaſon that you 
put your Maſter in ſuch a Paſſion? 

Prim. I Madam! alas! I don't know what you 
| mean; I'm ſure I rbink of nothing but to pleaſe 
him. 
Sir Cred. Ay, my Dear, doſt thou believe her? 
She's a diſſembling Devil, ſhe has ſaid a thouſand in- 
ſolent things to me. 

Lady Hip. 1 believe you, my Soul; but compoſe 
your felf a "little. Hark'e, Primroſe, if you ever pro- 
voke your Mafter thus again, I'll turn you our of 
Doors.' Here, give me his Fur Gown and his Pil- 
lows, that I may ſer him eaſy in his Chair. You ſit I 

don't know how. Pull your Nightcap well over your 
Ears. There's nothing hy People cold fo much as 
lettiog the Wind in at their Ears. 


Sir Cred. Ay, my Love; I'm greatly blig'd to ””_ 
for the Care you take of me. 


Lady Hip. Raiſe your felf a little, that I may ut 
this 3 you. | Adjuſting ihe P;Ilows. let 
me put one to ſupport you on this Side, and one on 


rother ——— "This behind your Back, and this 
to ſupport your Head. 


Prim. And this ro comfort your Brains a little. 
LClapping a Pillow hard on his Head. 


Sir Cred. 
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Sir Cred. Thou Fury! would'ſt thou ſtifle me? 
[ Getting up in a Paſſion, throwing the Pillows at 
| her, and drives ber out of the Room. 
Lady Hip. Hold, hold, what's the Matter now? 
Sir Cred. Ay, my Love, you don't know the Ma- 
lice of that Wretch, ſne has quite put me beſide my 
ſelf; and 'tis more than a Dozen Juleps can do to re- 
cover me, — Oh! Oh! Pm faint! I die! 
1 [Sinking in his Chair. 
Lady Hip. There, there, my Jewel, compoſe your 
ſelf a little. * | | | 
Sir Cred. My Sweeting, you are the only Comfort 
J have; and that I may make ſome Requital for all this 
Goodneſs, I'm determin'd, my Heart, as I told you 
before, to make my Will I 
Lady Hip. O my Precious! let's not talk on't J in- 
treat you; I can't ſupport the Thoughts of it: the 
very Name of Will makes me leap for —— Grief. 
Sir. Cred. J deſired you would ſpeak to your Attor- 
ney about it. ä⸗—/ 
Lady Hip. Why — why — I can't ſpeak to him a- 
bout it, t would cut me to the Heart to mention any 
ſuch thing. But — but you might have been diſpleas'd 
perhaps, and diſcompos'd, if I had not in ſome way 
complied with your Requeſt; ſo ſo I have ſent 
for him; and then you may ſpeak to him your (elf, 
my Joy —— O! here he comes, 


Enter Cranny, | 

Sr Cred. Come in, Mr. Cranny, come in, Take 
a Chair, if you pleaſe: My Wite has told me, Sir, 
that you are a very honeſt Man, and one of her parti- 
cular Friends; and I have order'd her to ſpeak to you 
about making my Will. Egg 
Lady Hip. Alas! my Love, when one's ſo fond of a 
Husband, as I am of my Jewel, one's but in a poor 
Condition to think of ſuch things. | 

Sir Cred. Be pleaſed, Sir, to inform me by what 
Method I may cut off my Children, and leave all to 
my Wife. have been to Counſel about it, but 


they ——— . Cranny. 
— 
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Cranny. The worſt Perſons you could have gone to: 
They are generally mighty rigid in theſe Points, and are 
for keeping cloſe to the Letter of the Law. Your At- 
torneys are the only People to have recourſe to in ſuch 
Caſes. We are 1 provided with Expedients to 
paſs gently over the Law, and make that legal which 
is not juſt; we know how to ſmooth the Difficulties 
of an Affair; and ſtudy the Law for no other purpoſe, 
but to elude it. Without this, alas! where ſhould 
we be? If we were not to make ule of a little Dex- 
terity now and then, our Profeſſion would not be worth 
a Groat. | - | | 925 

Sir Cred. Why truly, my Wife told me, Sir, that 
you was a very ingenious honeſt Man. <5 

Cranny. Ay, ay, Sir, I am acquainted with the Back- 
Door of the Law; I know the By-ways there are of 
leading a Conſcience leave it to me, and Pl] diſpoſe 
Matters for you, any way you'd have 'em. * 

Lady Hip. Alas! 7 Dear, don't torment your ſelf 
any more about it, If you ſhould be taken away, my 
Child, I'll no longer ſtay in the World. 

Sir Cred. My poor Dear! 3 

Lady Hip. Life will be nothing worth to me then. 

Sir Cred. My Soul! 8 

Lady Hip. T'll follow thee to let thee ſee the Tem̃ 
derneſs I have for the. [ Viping her Eyes: 
Sir Cred, My Dove, thou breakeſt my Heart. 
Pr'ythee be comforted. oh 

Cranny. Theſe Tears are unſeaſonable, Madam; 
things are not yet come to that. . 

Sir Cred. All that grieves me if I die, my Joy, is that 
I never had a Child by thee —— Dr. Mummy promis'd 
me that I ſhould have one. 

Sir Cred. Come, Mr. Cranny, let us proceed to Bu- 
ſineſs. But by way of Precaution, my Love, Il 
pur into your Hands Five Thouſand Guineas, and as 
much more in Notes, which I haye hid behind the 
Wainſcot. 


Lady Hip. 


| befeech you. 
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Lady Hip. Oh! Oh! Tl have nothing to do with 
them. All the Goods in the World are nothing to | 
me in compariſon of thee, my Love.. How 
much didſt thou fay there Was hid behind the Wain- 
ſcot. 

Sir Cred. Five Thouſand Geigen, my Life. 

Lady Hip. Oh! don't talk to me about Money, I 
How much in Notes didſt chou lays 


my Soul? 

Sir Cred. As much more, my Precious. But 
come, let us go into my little Cloſet, and there we'll 
ſettle every thing. Come, my Love, pr ythee ſup- 

er me. 

Lady Hip. Come then, my poor little dear Child. 
[Exeunt, 


Ne enter Belina, follow'd by Primroſe. 


Prim. I tell you, I'Il have nothing more to ſay to 
you:— What, ſtand as if you had loſt your Tongue! 
and hear ſuch a fooliſh Propoſal, without making any 
Anſwer * : Muſt I be obliged ro play your Part for 

ou? 
: Belus. What could 1 have ſaid, Primroſe, when I 
found him ſo abſolute? 

Prim. Said! That you was to marry for yourſelf, 
and mot for him; that you being prineipally concerned, 
your Inclinations .ought to be principally conſulted; 
and that if he was fo fond of his Looby, he might 
marry thim himſelt. 


Beling, A Father has ſo much Power over one, that 
1 eould not {ay a Word. 

Prim. Nay, you was in the right of it; I ſee you 
have a mind to be Mr. Looby's, and: why ſhould I op- 
poſe your Inclinations. I was much in the wrong, 
now I think-better of it; the Match will be very ad- 
vantageaus to be ſure. Madam Leeb) is a gentcel 
Name, and the Land's End a fine Place to live at, 
Thai's cerrain. 


Belina. Pray, Primroſe, give over this Talk, and PI 
do whatever you'll have me. 


Prim. 
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h Prim. No, a Daughter muſt obey her Father; and 
-o indeed Iknow rapes 1 on have to complainof; you'll 
W 
* 


be but too happ uch a Husband. 
Belina. Lon! ang me, Primroſe; you ought rather to 
give me your Advice. 


Prim. I'm Az Servant oy r that— No, no, the Ab. 


T fair muſt go on 

ys Belina. Dear Girl! . 
Prim. No. Looby's: your Man, and have him you 

ut shall. 

NI Belina. Pray, Primraſe — You know I always con- 

ps | fided in you. 

Prim. No, Faith, you ſhatl be Belooby'd. 

Belina. Well, ſince I can't move you, henceforth 


this Match. 
Prim. Why, what's your Defign then ? 
Belina. To kill my ſelf, if J am forc'd to it. 


me! how I hate to hear People talk at ſuch a rate! 


me your helping Hand in the Affair. 
Prim. Well, I am a compaſſionate Fool, and can't 
forbear affifting you, I find that. But let me tell 


If, you, I fear there's another ſcurvy Buſineſs on the Car- 
d, pet; they are got together yonder, with -a Rogue of 


d; an Attorney, and I heard *em talk ſomething about a 
hr Will: Your Mother-in-Law is not idle, ſhe's cer- 


tainly purting your -Father upon ſomething againſt 


at your Intereft. 
Belina. Let him diſp oſe of my Fortune, as he thinks 


on proper, provided hell leave my Heart at command. 


p- | Thou ſeeſt, Primroſe, the violent Deſigns they have 


1g, || againſt me, and if thou ſhould'ſt abandon me in this 
ad- DD Extremity —— 


cel Prim. Abandon you! Tl die firft. However, that 


at, I may be able to ſerve you the more effectually, I in- 


tend to change my Battery, diſguiſe my Affection for 
Il you, and counterfeit a Compliance with their wa 
nions. 


leave me to my Deſpair; 5 I ſhall find a Remedy againſt 


Prim. The Remedy's certainly wonderful — Bleſs 
Belina. Take Pity on me then, 'Primroſe, and lend 


* —— —— —— — —— 4 
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Belina. But be ſure you ſome way or other give 
Beaumont Advice of this Match that's on foot. 

Prim. I muſt employ your Uncle, Mr. Heartly, in 
that Affair; he's a great Crony of your Galant's, and 
loves you as much as he hates my Lady. Our next 
Buſineſs. muſt be to make your Father fall out with his 
Doctor, ſo as to break off this Treaty with his Ne- 

hew. | | 

' Belina. That, I doubt, Primroſe, will be too great 
a Difficulty for all thy Wit and Cunning to maſter. 

Prim. And what's as difficult as that, we muſt put 
him out of conceit with his Wife too, that ſhe mayn'r 
be able to break off our Treaty with Beaumont; and 
then _ _ 5 

Belina. And what then? 

Prim. Why then it ſhall have its nown dear Love 
to it ſelf, Ha, ha, ha! — Well, ſure if People knew 
beforehand the Plague of being in Love, they would 
be choked before they'd have any thing to do with it. 
Pray, Madam, is there moſt of the Sweet or the Bit» 
ter in that ſame Paſſion? - JV 
 Belina. Don't you remember, Primroſe, what our 
laſt new Song ſays on that Subject? 3 
Prim. True — Come let's have it then to chear up 
our Spirits, and fit us for the crabbed Buſineſs we have 
to go thro'. TT | 


Belina. With all my Heart. 


4 DIALOGUE SONG. 


Belina. Tell me, Chloe, is Love Foy or Pain in the Breaſt? 
Prim. Nay, do you tell me, Phillis, for you can tell beſt. - 
Belina. I have heard Cupid's Arrows dire Venom impart. 
Prim. And I, a ſweet Tranſport that thrills thro' the Heart. 
Belina. hat way ſhall we take this Diſpmte to decide? 
Prim. I bat Clue in this Labyrinth chooſe for our Guide? 
Both. 5 thy, let's both love, my Dear, and we quickly ſhall find, 
If the God gives moſt Anguiſh or Foy to the Mind, 


Belina. 
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e Belina. Gay Florimel lozd!y proclainrs that Love's ſweet ; 
prim. Bat Celia's ſad Silence betrays the Deceit. 
n Belina. If the God to his Fullowers gives ſo much Pain, 
VV are any ſuch Fools as to ſuffer his Chain? 
t Prim. But if the ſoft Conqueſt yields nothing but Joy, 
is _ Pr'ythee who would reſiſt the dear amorons B oy? 


2 " Then let us no longer unwiſely decline 
Both So gentle a Yoke, and a Flame ſo divine: & 
at But let Sighs and ſoft Ardors our Moments employ, 
(For if Love bas ſome Torture, it ſtill has more Foy. 
It . | 
d N WOE . DIE A LANES W SSR DR DU IX 
1d SCENE, Beaumont's Houſe, 
* 4 B EAUM ON ſlus. 
'A MAN, I find, can't lie under a greater Misfor- 


tune, than having the Reputation of being a 
Wit or a Favourite; it makes him always ſurrounded 
up with Fools and Scoundrels, and his Intereſt at Court 
8 ives him an Opportunity of doing every Body's Bu- 
8 his own. This whole Morning, my dear 
Belina, have I been forc'd to throw away upon a Par- 
cel of impertinent Puppies z which ſhould- have been 
employ'd in ſoliciting your Father's Conſent. — But 


my Hat and Sword there. 
35 Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's a Gentleman —o  _ | 
Beau. S'death, Sir, I'm not at home—T'll ſee no 


body — 
*- Enter Poet. 
4, D Poet. I beg pardon, Sir, for this Intruſion; this is 
not a proper Hour to wait on you I muſt confeſs, the 
Morning is the fitteſt Time 5 perform that Duty; but, 
ina. . 


I find, 


IS ———— —EU—ů— — 
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find, Sir, 'tis not eaſy to come at you, unleſs by Sur. | 


priſe; for you are always either aſleep or abroad—ar leaſt 
your People are pleas'd to tell me fo. 

Beau. Sir, haye you any thing particular to 17 to 
me? 

Poet. IJ came, Sir, to pay my Reſpects to vou 
Excuſe, Sir, the Boldneſs that inſpires me — if 
Beau. Dear Sir, without any Ceremony be pleas d to 
inform me what you would have with me. 

Poet. As the Rank, Wit, and Generoſity, which 
you are every where famous for 

Beau. Yes, Iam very famous — ſo let that paſs. - 


Poet. Tis an extreme Pain, Sir, to a Man of Mo- 


deſty, to be obliged to put himſelf forward, and ac- 
quaint People what he is. One ought always to be 
introduc'd to the Great by thoſe who could give ſome 


Account of one's Character and Talents, and make 


one's little Merit ſeriouſly conſider'd: For my part, 
Sir, I ſhould have been glad if ſome Perſon of Taſte 
and Underſtanding had told you what I am. 
 - Bean. O Sir! that's viſible in your Dreſs at Beha- 
viour; you are a Poet I preſume, Sir. 
Poet. Yes, Sir, I am a Poet; but not a common 


Poet, let me tell you, Sir; Em none of your Opera- 


tical, Farcical, Sing- ſong Scriblers; none of your lit- 
tle pitiful Rhymemongers, that peſter the Town with 


occaſional Poems, and live themſelves by writing 
Elegies on the Dead. No, Sir; I am, in the ge- 
nuine and ſuolime Senſe of rhe Term, a Dramatick 


Poet. 


Beau. Um —— you are a Writer of Tragedy then. 


Poet. True, Sir.— Yes, I wear the Buskin, and 
to ſome purpole, as you'll find, if you'll permit me 


to read you a Portion of my Piece. Here's a Scene, 
Sir, Vgad will make you melancholy for a Fort» 


night; my Grandmother has cry'd at it many a time. 


| Beau, I don't queſtion, Sir, but *ris extremely tra- 
gical, however, you'll excuſe me at 1 I'ma 


little in haſte, and. —— 


WS; | Poet. 


— OS 
— — ———— 
— OS 


The Deflor the D: m_ 13 MY 


by Poet. But, Sir, as I was ſaying before, 8 — you 
t being a Perſon of Rank, Generofity, and Intereſt in 
the Drawing -Room, a few Tickets, Sir — a very few, 
Sir lie in your Pocket, Sir. 
Beau. Enough, enough, Sir; my Pockets won't 

- | hold to many, —— Very well, I ſhall take care — to 


return them clean as they came. 45 LAſide. 
0 Poet. | To Beaumont's Servant. | Sir, be pleas'd to ac- 


cept of a Ticket to fee my Piece.--- [To Beaumont. ] In 

. ſhort, Sir, there's ſo much Traſh daily brought upon 
the Stage, that a good Thing is ſtifled, if not properly 

Fe ſupported; 1 hope therefore, dear Sir, you'll prevail 

a on your Friends to do my Piece Juſtice, Sir — and 

i ſo, Sir, I'm your very humble obſequious Slave. 

: I ſhall do you Jultice, Sir, in my W 

oing. 

15 Rind: No, no, life! hold, Sir, no Dedication 50 

7 me, I charge you. 

: Poet. O dear, Sir, that? $ your abundant Modeſty, 

| Sir, but 

6 Beau. No, faith, tis my Pride, Sirz and therefore 

| at the Peril of your Play don't think on't. 

1 Poet. No, Sir! Why then ler me ſee 

8 then, ſuppoſe I was to write a Copy of eee 

a tory Verſes in your Name, and prefix to my Tra- 
ed 

; 1 3 *Sdeath ! that would be more Scandal than 

£ other. Look you, Sir, you ſhall make uſe of my 

. Intereſt only on condition that you make no uſe of my 

NA '. 

Poet. Lack-a-day! Sir, you'd have no da to re- 
ent of 1 your Name to be prefix'd to my 
iece, it will be follow'd by the whole World, I al- 

ſure you, Sir; and I ſhall make at leaſt a Thouſand 

Pounds of it. 

Beau. So much the better, Sir. But —— 
Poet. But Sir — if you could lend me a 160 of 

Pieces for the preſent — you may repay yourſelf, you 

know, Sir, out of my Tickets. 


= : | £27 _ Beauy 
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and moſt devoted humble Servant. 


impoſlible ! 


Alum ay his Phyſician, who has made up this Match; 
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260 The Mother-in-Law; = | 
Beau. With all my Heart, Sir — and glad to 


ger rid of thee at ſo cheap a rate. [ Afde. 


Poet. Sir, I'm your moſt obedicnt, moſt ſbaii ve, 


Beau. How ſupple this buskin'd Thunder- mon 


is; at another Time I ſhould have diverted my af 
with the F ool, bur NOW — 


Enter Heartly. 87 | 
Dear Heaz ly! I am as glad to fee thee, as to ger rid 


of the Coxcomb that's juſt gone out. 


Heart. To find you at home at this time o Days 18 
no ſmall Miracle, Ned; as tis no ſmall Happineſs to 
find you alone at any time. 


Beau. Faith, Sir, I'm very for nl u do find me at 
home, * tis much againſt either An or Inten- 


tion; but | have been hemm'd i in 1 with ſuch Shoals of 


impertinent Raſcals - 
Heart. Heark ye, Sir, don't you pretend to hare 


ſome Affection for my Niece? 
Nau. Yes, Sir, 5 hadn't I been maliciouſly de- 


tain'd, I ſhould. have prov'd it ſomething more than a 


pretended Affection, by applying to your Brother for 
his Approbation. 


Heart. Why then, gir, 1 deſire that from this Mo- 
ment you will look upon thoſe impertinent Raſcals, as 


you call 'em, to have been the beſt Friends you ever 
met with. 


Beau. Why ſo, pr'ythes f? 115 „ e £1: 
Heart. Becauſe if you had gone to make the Pro- 


poſal you talk of, or I had fail'd finding you here, 


Beins had been irrecoverably loſt. Bur there's no 


Time to be ſpent in talking: In ſhort, Sir Credulous 


has fix'd on a Husband for his. Daughter, and i is deter- 
min'd to marry her this very . 
Beau. Confuſion! to whom? 


This Evening 


Heart. To a Corniſh Squire, one Looby, a very great 
Fool, with a very great Eſtate, Nephew to Doctor 


it 
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him before 'tis known that 
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it ſeems, and brought his Squire from the Land's End 
to conſummate. 1 5 
Beau. Slife, Hearily ! what's to be done? Can't you 
prevent, at leaſt. defer this prepoſterous Buſineſs? Your 
Intereſt with your Brother — __ 
Heart. Will do nothing at all, I fear. A Man that's 
rode by his Doctor, muſt go as he ſpurs. Beſides, 
he's naturally poſitive, and is ſo bent on this Project, 
that his Daughter oppoſing it in favour of you, was 
the Cauſe of his reſolving to have it executed this 
Evening. „ e 
Beau. This Squire Looby is in Town then? 
Heart. Juſt arrived. I luckily ſaw him as he enter'd 
the Inn, and gueſſing at him by his Equipage, had 
the Curioſity to follow, and make a few Obſervations 
on him as he was eating his Afternoon's Luncheon 
in the Kitchen. As for his Figure, you may have an 
Opportunity of ſeeing him is paris Naturalibus; and 
the Fancy of his Dreſs you'll find every way anſwer- 
able. Then for his Wit, I could ſee nothing at all 
of itz 'tis ſo cloſe ſhut up in his incommunigable 
Skull, that his Tongue is never a Jot the wiſer for't. 
So that if your Brains can invent any Stratagem to 
ſnare him with, his won't be able to find the way of 
— or Ty SS OO 
Beau. Say' ſt thou So, Heartly ? 
Heart. If | have any Skill in Men. — . 
Beau. Why, that's ſome Comfort. Pll warrant 


thee we find ſome Trick or other to trap the Wood- 


cock. N 

Heart. But you muſt N then, and ſet about 

e's in Town, 

Beau. Come, ſhew me quickly where he's hous'd, 
and I'll tell you as we go what way I've hit on to diſ- 
poſe of him at preſent; while I'm engag'd there, I 
muſt depend on you, dear Heartly, to do what you 
can for me with your Brother, and to contrive ſome 
way of letting me ſee Belina, that we may conſult to- 
gether on this Exigency. 


of Heart. 


2 , + 3 — 2 i 4 
2 1 — I w Sor rt 1a ye 4 — — — — 
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Heart. That Particular 1 muſt leave to 1 Maid 


Primroſe; "tis a crafty Gipſy, and will be a uſeful In- 


ſtrument in this Buſineſs. 


Beau. She ſhall not want Encouragement. —— Dor 
now to Action. e 10 | "(es 


SCE N E II. The Square. 


Enter Looby, and bis Max Joſeph. 


Looby. | Turning bimſelf back, as to ſome People who 
ſeem 10 follow him and laugh at him.] Hey-day ! what's 
here — do? What would they be at? A Murrain 


take the fooliſh Town, and all the Fools that live in't. 


Can't a Man walk the Street without having a Pack 
of Simpletons ſtaring and gigling at him? 


Foſ. Why, what the Deauce can theſe Volk rind 
to laugh at now in my Maiſter? | 


Looby. True, Jo 
Fol. There 5 noathing ridiculous zure in his Wor- 


Hi 
_ Right —am I crooked? am I hump-back'd? 


of. "Viacks! you ha' need of better Monners here 
his Worſhip is hugely reſpected in the Weſt, 

Looby, Why true, Jo; S'bud, we do 'em too much 
Honour to come into their City. 


Jo. My Maiſter is not a Mon to be jobd upon. 
Looby. No indeed. 


Jo. Odzooks! the next that ſhews his Teeth, Pm 
fairly knock *em down his Throat. 


Looby. Well ſaid, Fo. 


Ezzter Beaumont and Heartly, behind. 
Beau. This is our Chap then? 
Heart. The ſame. 


Beau. And a pretty Stick of Logwood it looks 
like. 


Heart. Go to work upon it then, whilſt 1 prepare 
Matters a little at home. [Exit Heartly: 


= Miles | Beag. 


dr 


PI] 


Duce take me if I do tho”. 
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Beau. | Making up to Looby, and pretending to know 
bin. Hah! who do I fee? Squire Looby Sir, I'm 
your very humble Servant; I'm ſorry to ſee a Perſon 
of your Appearance, Sir, ſo ſcuryily receiv'd; and I 
ask your Pardon in behalf of the Town. 

Looby. Sir, I'm your Servant. Mayhap then, 
Sir, you may be of Kin to my Lord- Mayor. 

Beau. Bleſs me, Sir! is't poſſible that you ſhould _ 
not know me? Can five or fix Years Ablence make 
you forget the beſt Friend to the Family of the 


 Loobies ? 


Looky. 1 beg Pardon, Sir. — S bud! I don't know 
him. Fo ae. 
Beau. T here's not a 1 in Cornwall but I know 
'em, from the higheſt to the loweſt; 1 viſited no bo- 
dy elſe all the time I was at the Land's End, and had 


the Honour of ſeeing you, Sir, almoſt every Day. 


Looby. The Honour was mine, Sir. 
Beau. Can't you recollect my Face? 
Looby. Oh!— Oh! don't know him, Jo. 
[ Aſide. 
Beau. Don't you remember I had the Pleaſure of 
drinking with you at our jolly n S at En. ? 


MW har was her Name? 


Looby. Dame Blouze. 
Beau. Ay, ay, the fame. 8 we hum'd it off, 


half Seas over, I'faith, — Don t you remember me 
yet? 


The 
[ Afpde. 
Beau. My dear Friend, let us embrace then, and re- 


Looby, Ves, yes, I remember you now. 


new the Ties of our former Friendſhip. 


 Foſ. Odd, Maiſter, this Gentleman loves your Wor- 
ſhip mightily. | 
Beau. Come, let us have ſome News of our W 


| How does the good Gentleman your —— he that — 


the honeſteſt Man in the World? 
Looby. My Brother the Counſellor you mean. 
Beau. Ay, the ſame. 


oa Well and luſty, 2 jolly and jocund as ever. 


4 2 Beau. 
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Beau. I'm fincerely glad of ir. Sees your Uncle, 
how does he do? 

Looby. Sir, I have no Uncle; I have only an Aunt. 
Bean. Your Aunt, I mean — a good Woman As 
ever liv'd; ſo pious and devout! 

Looby. Ah! ſhe has been dead this long whilez and 
my Couſin the Vicar has been nigh his Departure too, 
with a Brandy-Fever, as we call it. 

Beau. That's a Pity; he was a brave; jolly — ä 

Looby. No, no, not jolly. _ 

Beau. Well made, I would ſay. 8'life J have ſmok'd 
many a Score good Pipes with him. He was Vicar * 
w—— hat d'ye call it a -a — 

Looby. St. Stephens. 

Beau. Right, right, St. len 

Looby. He names all the whole Family, you end, Yo. 
: Jeſ. He knows your Worſhip better than you think 

or. 

Beau. Well, Sir, as 'tis plain we're old Kequain- 


tance, I hope you'll make my Houſe your Home, 
while you continue in Town. 


Looby. Sir, I'm your Servant — but I — 
Beau. Not a Word, I beſeech yon; I inſiſt 1 i 
on it. 
70%. Why, zince the Gentleman zeems ſo zet upon tz 
een vrankly accept of his Kindneſs, Maiſter. 
Beau. Where's your Baggage? I'll ſend my Ser- 
vants. Here John! Kerber. ! Thomas! 
Looby. No, no, I forewarn'd the Inn-keeper not to 
let them go till I call'd for 'em my ſelf, for fear of 
ſome Roguery in this waundy Town, you know. 
Beau. *T was prudently caution'd. Well, Sir, 
I ſhall only. give a few neceſſary Orders, and then ex- 
pay ou at that corner Houſe yonder. 
700 We'll be wi'ye out o' Hond, Sir. 
7 og This is an . I did not dream 
© 
Joſe Why fecks, Maiſter, no more did not I, but 
2 talks like a migh. y honeſt Gentlemon. 
LExeunt Looby and Joſeph. 
Beau. 


„ 2 ot 


ut 


2. 
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Beau. I'ſaith, Squire Looby, we ſhall ſhew you ſome- 
thing of the Town very quickly —— we ſhall nor be 


wanting in our Civilities to you. 
: Enter Galleypot. 


Oh, Sir! I believe you are the Doctor I ſent to ſpeak 


with. Don't you live at yon corner Houſe? 


Gall. No, Sir, I have not the Honour to be a Doc- 


tor, I'm only his A pothecary; an unworthy Apothe- 
cary, at your Service, Sir. 

1 Isn't the Doctor at home then? 

Call. Ves, Sir, he's a. little buſy at preſent, diſpatch- 
ing a few Patients, but will be ready to wait on * 
inſtantaneouſy. 

Beau. I want to put a certain Relation of mine in- 
to his Hands, who labours under a melancholy Indiſ- 
poſition, which we would willingly have him cur'd of 
before he were married. 

Gall. O' my Word, Sir, you could not have ap ly'd 
to a more able Phy deian; he's a Man that underſtands 
the al of his Art, the whole Chriſteroſs- 
Row of Phyſick then he does every thing by 


Form and e he'd ſooner let a Patient die than 


cure him with any other Medicine than the College 
preſcribes. 


Beau. That's very right; a Patient ſhould not de- 


fire to be cur'd, if tis not agreeable to the College. 


Gall. O Sir! there's a Pleaſure in being his Pa- 


tient, and I'd rather die of his Phyſick, than be cur'd 


of another's; for come what will, one's ſure that 
things have gone on methodically z and that if you die 
under his Directions, your Heirs could not poſſibly 
have any thing to find fault with. 


Beau. Why, that's a great Comfort to a dead Man. 


Gall. Then he's not a Man like ſome; who makes 


the moſt of Diſeaſes; he's Cx peditious, very expedi- 
tious; and if his Patients are to die, 'tis over with 


them in a Trice. But, Sir, I hope you don't think 
that I ſay this out of any Principle of Intereſt; or that 
1 recommend him for a Doctor, becauſe he recom- 


mends 
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mends me for an Apothecary z not in at leaſt, upon 

my Credit, Sir; but if you pleaſe to ſtep to dim, ir, 
you'll be better convinc d. 

*. Sir, your Servant. Il wait on you. 

[ Exeunt, 


; S C E NE III. A Room in the Doctor's Houſe. 


Enter Doftor Mummy, follow'd by a Countryman, ad 
| Count ywoman. 


 Crutryman. Zir, my Father can hold it no ww 
his Head rages at the moſt grievous rate! 

Mummy. The Patient's a Fool; the Diſtemper, ac» 
cording to Galen, does not lie in his Head, but in his 
Spleen. 

Countryman. Howſomever that may be, any I'm 
Zure a has a violent Purging upon him. 

Mummy. Good, that's a ſign his Body's open. 
Manic VII viſit him in two or three Days time, 
but if he ſhould die before, be ſure you ſend me word 
of it. for 'tis not proper that a Phyſician ſhould viſit 

the Dead. Exit Countryman. 


Countrywoman, What ſhall I do, Maiſter? my poor 


Husband grows worſe and worſe. 
Mummy. That's not my Fault, good Woman, I give 


him Medicines, why won't he be cur'd? why won't] 


he be cur'd? How often has he been blooded? 
Countrywoman. Fifteen times, Zir, within this Fort- 
night. 
1 Fifteen times blooded within this Fort- 
night! 
Countrywoman. Ves. 
Mummy. And doesn't he mandh - 
Countrywoman. No, Sir. 
Mummy. Um — that's a fi ion his Diſtemper i is not in 
his Blood; we'll purge him as many times, to ſee i 
tis not in his Humours; and at laſt, if nothing wil 
do-— why, we'll ſend him to the Bath. 
[Exit Country Woman 


Ent 


& &f .. | 


F. 


Pleaſure, Sir? 


then, for a little while, [Aſide.] 


you are a Phyſician, we ſhan'r get him to ſtay. 


. 
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Enter Beaumont aud Galleypor. 


Menay. Mr. Galleypot, your Servant. Your 
I Beaumont. 

Beau. J have a Relation, Sir, a little diſorder'd in 
Mind, whom I would be glad to lodge in your Houſe, 
that he might be the more conveniently cur'd, and | 
with the greater Secrecy. 

Mummy. I ſhall take all the Care imaginable, Sir. T 

Beau. ] deſire above all that you'll not let him eſcape, 
for he'll often be endeavouring at it. 

Galley. Oh! you may truſt Dr. Mummy for that, 
Sir tisn't an eaſy matter to get out of his Hands. 

Beau. [ Afide.] Dr. Mummy ! I'm thunderſtruck ! why 
this is his Uncle; here's a fine Trick of F ortune, truly 
— We are all blown up i' faith! — Pray, Sir, is your 
Name Mummy ? 255 

Mummy. Dr. Mummy, at your Service, Sir. 
Beau. And is not one Squire Looby of Penſanze, i in the 
County of Cornwal, your Nephew? 

Mummy. He is, Sir, and I expect him in Town this 
very Evening, to conſummate a Match hich [ have 
concluded for him? 

Beau, So! —— Pray, Sir, what fort of a Gentle- 
man is he, for if Fm not deceiv d, I had once ſome 
Acquaintance with him. 


Mummy. In bona fide, Sir, ] can't tell you; ; 1 have 


not ſeen him this Fifteen Year, and then he was but a 


mere Stripling. I don't in the leaſt expect to know 
him when 1 fee him. 


Beau. So much the better, troth; it may 40 yet 


O! here comes 
the Gentleman I ſpoke to you of. But take care your 


Name is not mention'd before him, for if he knows 


And another Caution 1 muſt give you, never to ) ask 

his Name neither, for it throws him into ſuch vio- 

lent Diſorders, that he may do you ſome Miſchief. 
Mummy. 1 ſhall .regularly obſerve all Precautions, 


Sir; 3 and it became falls outs that I have an ancient 


Friend 
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glad t to conſult on this Diſtemper. 
Enter Looby. 


Bean. My dear Friend, I'm glad you" re come; here x 
' a little Buſineſs fallen out, which obliges me to leave 
you for to-night but I have appointed this Perſon to 


attend you, who has Orders to treat you in the beſt 


manner poſhble. 
Looby. This is his Steward, to be ſure he 8 certain · 
ly ſome Lord or other. 

Mummy. You may be aſſur'd, Sir, 1 ſhall treat the 
Gentleman methodically, and wich all the Nicety and 
Regularity of Art. 

Looby. S'nigs, Sir! there's no » Occaſion for ſo much 
Ceremony: 1 hope, Sirz you'll uſe me with all Free- 
dom 

Beau. I intend it, upon my Honour, Sir. — ] beg 
you'll pardon my Incivility in leaving you; but Buſi- 


ness, Sir —— and fo your moſt obedient. 


[ Exit Beaumont. 


Looby. You do me too much Honour, Sir. - 


Well, Mr. Steward, we'll take a Cruft and a Bowe 


together, and then PII e'en go look out my Uncle, 
and hear when this ſame Match is to be made up. 
Mummy. I am very much honour'd, Sir, in being 
made choice of ro ſerve you. OY 
- Looby. Your Servant, Sir. 


way? P 


Enter Diaſcordium. 


Here's a learn'd Brother of the Faculty, with whom 

1 ſhall conſult in what manner to treat you, Sir. 
Looby. No Ceremony, Gentlemen, pray now. I'm 

one that am eaſily ſatisfied, 
Mummy. Chairs here. 


Looby. Theſe are ſorrowful kind of Domefticks for]; 


- a young Gentleman, tho'. 


- 


Mummy. 


Friend of the Faculty within, with whom I ſhall be 


Mummy. Brother Diaſcordium, will you walk this 


$ 


his 


The Dodo, the Diffs. 


Mummy. Come, Sir, take your Place, Sir. 
[The #20 Phyſicians fit down on each fide of Looby, 
and take hold of bis Hands to feel his Pulſe, 
Looby. Y our very humble Servant. [ Giving his Hands 4 


What does this mean now? I ſuppoſe 'tis the Faſhion 
here. | g Alide. 


Manny Do you eat well, Sir? 
Looby. „ Yes. and drink better. 


Diaſ. So much the worſe; that great Appetition of 


Frigid and Humid, is an Indication of Heat and Ari- 
dity within. Do you ſleep much? 


Looby. Yes, when I have made a good Supper. 
Mummy. Do you dream? 


Looby. Sometimes. 
Pia, Of what Nature are thoſe Dreams? 
"Looby. Of the Nature of all Dreams, I think 
Sbud! I'm i in a Drcam now, by what I can find. 
Ade. 
[47 thro this Sree Lopby looks with Amazement 
and Terror, firſt on one Doflor, then on t' other. 
Mummy. Is your Body open, Sir? | 
Looby. Hoop, hoop! the Men are mad, 18 
my Body's empty, Sir, and I want alittle Vickuals and 
Drink, with your Leave. 


Diaſ. A little Patience, Sir, we are going to reaſon 
upon your Caſe, and then 


Looby. Hoity, toity! there does not want much 
Reaſoning to eat a Bir. 


Mummy. As it fo is, that no Malady can be cur'd, 
unleſs we are acquainted with it; and as we cannot be 


acquainted with it without eſtabliſhing an Idea of it, 


OM 


I'm 


for 


by Symptoms Diagnoſtick and Prognoflick ; permit 
me, my ancient Friend and Brother, to obſerve, that 
our Patient here preſent is unfortunately affected, poſ- 
ſeſs'd, and oppreſs'd with that fort of Madneſs which 
we juſtly term Hypochondriack Melancholy; fo calld 

not only by the Latins, but alſo by the Greeks, which 


{| is very neceſſary to be taken notice of in this Caſe. 


2 


Lovb. Sir! What! How! 


Mummy. 
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Mummy. No Interruption, Sir, I crave. Now 
the Cauſe of this Diſtemper lies chiefly in the Spleen, 
the Heat and Inflammation of which conveys to the 
Brain abundance of craſs and fuliginous Efiuvia, whoſe 
black and malignant Vapours obſcurify, mudify, and 
infeſt the Animal Spirits, and cauſe a Depravation of 
the Functions of the cogitant Faculty. And for an 
inconteſtable Symptom that our Patient here is tainted 
with that Diſtemper, you may only obſerye that Sad- 
neſs of Countenance with which he beholds us; that 
Sorrowfulneſs of Face, accompanied with Fear and 
Diſtruſt; that hagged Phyſiognomy, and thoſe rolling 
Eyeballs: All this being premis'd, and taken for grant- 
ed, let us procecd to the Remedies neceſſary to Cu- 
% %%%ͤT ͤ nb ant, 0 TR x 
Looby. Where the murrain am I! and what the 
Plague are they going to do to me! 5 
ee Good Sir, be ſilent. Firſt of all 
then, I'm of opinion that he ſhould be copioufly Phle- 
| botomis'd, eſpecially in the Jugular, where the Ori- 
fice ought to be ſufficiently large; in the next Place, 
ſome 
and laſtly, an Emetick or two of the rougheſt kind 
may rationally take place — dixi — Brother. _ 


* * f 


Diaſ. Heaven forbid, Brother, that I ſhould add any 


thing to what you have ſaid. The Arguments you 
have us'd arc fo weighty and learned, that 'tis impoſſi- 


ble but his Diſtemper muſt be what you have pro- 


nounced; or if it were not, it muſt neceſſarily become || 


ſo for the Beauty and Juſtneſs of your Ratiocination. 
Nothing therefore remains to be done by me, but to 
compliment the Gentleman upon being fo happy as to 
be our of his Wits, that he may experience the Effi · 
cacy and Gentleneſs of your Medicines. 125 
Looby. Gentlemen, *tis an Hour ſince you began, 
and fo long I have hearken'd to you; be pleas'd to ſa- 
tisfy me it you ben't acting a Comedy here? 
Mummy. Heaven forbid, Sir. —— No, no, we are 
not in jeſt. No body ever found us ſo yer, nor is 
Phy lick a thing to be jeſted with, 
— Looby. 


rent Catharticks may ſafely be adminiſter d; 


i: 


of 


4 
def 
4 
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The Dos or the De c 


: Looby. What the murrain d'ye mean by all this then? 
And what the Devil would you be at with your Hog 
moſticks and Dognofticks ? 

Mummy. Good. Injurious Language this is a Sym 
tom we wanted for a Confirmation of his N 
This may turn to Phrenſy. 
Looby. Who the Duce have they put me among 
here? 

Diaſ. Arigther Diagooſtick, frequent Seliloquy. 

Looby. No more of this — but let's be gone. 

Mummy. Another — Inquierude to change Place. 

Looby. In one Word, Friend, what's the Meaning 
of this Affair? What would you have of me? # 

Mummy. We would make a Cure of you; as we were 
deſired to 2 3 

Looby. Cure me! 

„„ 

Loob. S'blood! I an't gk. 

Mummy. A bad Symptom —4 patient not to be 

ſenſible of his Illneſs. Look ye, Sir, we know how 

ye are, better than you do your ſelf ; we are Phy ſt- 

eians that can ſee clearly into your Conſtitution. 

Looby. If you are Phyſicians, avant! I abominate 

all Doctors and A pothecaries. 

y * Um! — the Man' $ more mad than we ima- 

gin | 

Looby. I never took fo much as a ſingle Pill in my 

Life. My Father and Mother were o' the ſame 

Mind, and died both o' em wirhout the Help of 4 

doctor. 

Ow I don t wonder then they got ſuch a Fool 

ff a Son, 

Looby. No, no, the Family of the Loobies had al 

hays more Senſe than to deal in Drugs. Lo 

Mummy. What do I hear! 

Diaſ. Brother Mummy, you have the Symptoms of 

mazement upon you! 

are | Looby. Who! Brother Mummy, / this is not my Un- 
is 05 ſurc! | 


oby. | | Mummy. 
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Mummy. Mercy o' me! is it my Couſin Looby that 


I have been treating as a Madman all this while? 
Looby, Yes, yes, 'tis your Couſin Logby indeed. 


How did this come? How did this happen? 


with me, is a little, naſty, raſcally Dog, and brought 


me here on purpoſe to abuſe me. —— But with. your 


Leave, Uncle, I'd rather tell you the Story over a 
Battle, for I'm plaguy thirſty with being ſo deviliſhly 
Mummy. This is aſtoniſhing, Brother Dja/cordinm. 
It muſt certainly have been ſome Contrivance to balk 
the Match I have concluded for the Squire, with my 
Patient Sir Credulous Hippiſh's Daughter; but we'll 
probe it to the bottom. However, Nephew, for the 
preſent, be pleas'd to walk in and take ſome Repaſt; 
vou ſhall repoſe in my Houſe to- night, and early in 
the Morhing I'll introduce you to your Miſtreſs, and 
have the Nuptials ſolemniz'd at once. 


Looby. Ay, ay, Uncle, no Nuptials to-night, 1 ber 


uf ye. I have more Stomach for Repaſt and Repoſe 


as you call 'em. SI 1 534 
Mummy. Tis prudently ſaid, Nephew. I'll wait 
on you, Brother Diaſcordium. 3 
Vin : ut  [Exeunt Mummy and Looby 
Diaſ. In Verity, I don't underſtand this Proceed 
ing. It is by no means agreeable to Practice an- 
Form, to let a Patient lip thro' one's Fingers at thi 

rate. When once we get any one under our Reg 

men, we never fail either to kill him or cure him. 


When Skill we want to conquer the Diſeaſe, 
We're ſure by Death to give the Patient Eaſe: 
For Save, or Slay, this Privilege we claim, 
Tho? Credit ſuffers, ſtill the Fee's the ſame, 
| The End of the Second Af. = 


A & 


Mummy. Nephew, I beg your Pardon ſincerely, --« 


Looby. Why, it happen'd that that pretended Friend 
of mine, who; would needs ſcrape an Acquaintance 


— — — —— — 


— — — 
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SCENE, Part of the Square before 
Sir Credulous Hippiſh's Houſe. 


B REAUMON T and HEART L X. 


bea. W As ever ſo fair a Project ſo fooliſhly baf- 


fled? Had there been any Counterplot 
in the Caſe, or any Oppoſition on his Part, it would 
not have vex'd one ſo much; but when the Booby 


perfectly prevented us in our Deſign, and jump'd into 


the Net before twas well ſpread for him, then to 


have all blaſted by a ſcurvy Accident, to be outwitted 


by mere Chance, was inſupportable. 0 


Heart. Twas provoking enough. —— However, it 
did not prove altogether in vain, we have gain'd ano- 
ther Day by it, which we muſt take care to make 


uſe of, 


Beau. True; but did not you give me Hopes, 


Heartly, that I ſhould ſee the dear Girl? 
Heart. Yes, and there wants only a little of your own 
Dexterity. to bring it about immediately. 


Beau. How? which way? tell me quickly, dear 


Heartly. 


Heart. Why, my Brother, you muſt know, ſuffers 
no Male Creature ro come nigh her, but her Muſick- 


Maſter who reaches her to ſing, whom Primroſe has 


prevail'd on to ſend you as his Deputy, under Pretence 


of being ill himſelf. She's now waiting for you in 
the Hall, in order to give you your proper Creden- 
tials; and then you have nothing more to do than to 
be cautious how you play your Part, and to take care 


D ; Beat, 


6 your Paſſion does not run away with your Rea- 
ole bs 


—— 


— 
—— — ——— — 
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Beau. Dear Heartly, thou beſt of Friends, let me 
embrace thee for this Goodneſs. 


Heart. Nay, pr'ythee keep thy Raptures for thy 
Miſtreſs. Have your Wits about you a little at pre- 
ſent, and let's go in and ſet to Buſineſs, A 

Beau. With all my Heart—— lead the way then. 


SE [Exeunt. 
SCENE II. Sir Credulous's Chember. 


Sir Cred. Dr. Mummy order'd me every Morning to 
take twelve Turns in my Chamber; but 1 profels I 
forgot it I was to take 'em the long way, or the broad 
way of the Room; that was forgetting a material 
Point. Um — Um — What ſhall I do in this 
doubtful Caſe? ——T believe I had beſt ev'n keep to 
my Chair *till farther Orders, for the Doctor is mighty 
rigid in theſe things; and if I ſhould take but one 
Turn more or lefs than he preſcrib'd, I ſhould be ſe- 
verely reprov'd —— A very punctual able honeſt Man 

in truth. I am mighty happy in a Phyfician, I muſt 
needs fay, and have one that knows how to manage me 

to a Hair. 1 5 
ö Enter Primroſe. 

Prim. Sir, there is —— „ 

Sir Cred. Speak ſoftly, you Slut, thou ſtun'ſt my 
very Brains; doſtn't conſider that ſick People are not 
to be bawl'd to at ſuch a rate? : 

Prim. I came to tell you, Sir. 

Sir Cred. Speak ſoftly, I tell thee. YR) 

* 3p WE | L hbiſpering very low. 

Sir Cred, Hey! / : , 

Prim. I came to tell you, Sir. M hiſperiug. 

Sir Cred. Hey! —— Speak a little louder, Huſſy. 

Prim. Here's one wants to ſpeak with you. 

Sir Cred. Let him come in, 


Enter Beaumont. 
Bean. Sir 


Prim. 


hp EF. 09:0 TOE 
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rin. 


A „ 
Sir Cred. Very well. — Call Belina. 


they are alone. 


as I can. 


Prim. Don't ſpeak fo loud, you'll ſtun my Maſter's 


Brain. 2 — 
Beau. I'm glad, Sir, to find you out of Bed, and 
to ſee that you're ſo much better than you was. 5 
Prim. Better! tis falſe, my Maſter's always ill. 
Beau. I beg Pardon, I only judg'd from the Gentle- 


man's Looks — He looks very well. 


Prim. What do you mean with your Looks well? 
He looks very ill; he never was worſe in his Life 1 
tell you. | 3 5 

Sir Cred. She's in the right. 

Prim, He walks, ſleeps, eats, and drinks indeed, 
like other Folks; but that does not hinder him from 


being very ill. 


Sir Cred. She ſays true. 


Beau. I'm very ſorry for't, — I come, Sir, from 


the young Lady your Daughter's Muſick-Maſter ; he, 
was ſuddenly taken very ill, and has ſent me to prac- 
tiſe over ſome Leſſons with the Lady in his Ab- 


Prim. I believe, Sir, twill be better to ſhew the 

Gentleman into her Chamber. 1 
Hir Cred. No, nog bid her come hither. : 
Prim. He can't teach her as he ought to do unleſs 


Sir Cred. Go call her hither, I tell thee. 
Prim. Why, Sir, you are not in a Condition to be 


diſturb'd at preſent. They'll only ſtun your Brains. 


Sir Cred. No, no, I love Muſick, and I ſhall be 
Cal to hear my Daughter ſing. — O, here ſhe comes! 


o you and ſee if my Lady's dreſt. | Exit Prim. 
a au 
Sir Cred. Come here, Child. Your Muſick- 

Maſter, it ſeems, is taken ill, and has ſent this Gentle- 

man to teach you in his ſtead. | 

Belina. Tis he indeed. [Aſide.]— It the Gentle- 
man, Sir, will be fo kind as to ſhew me what he'd 
have me do, I'll comply with his Inſtructions as well 
— D 2 | Beau. | 
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Beau. Charming Creature! | Aſide.] —— My good 
Fortune would be extraordinary, Madam, if I could 
inform you of any thing thar might be of the leaſt 

Advantage; and Þ'il ſpare no pains — _ 

Sir Cred. Very well, Sir, but will you be pleas' d 
to let me hear my Daughter ling ? 

Bean. I waited your Commands, Sir. ied have juſt 
recollected the Scene of a little Opera, lately com- 
pos'd, which the Lady and I will fing — — 
Here Madam's your Part. | 

Belina. My Part, Sir? | 
Beau. Pray make no Difficulty y. Madam, but permit 
me to inſtruct you in the Nature of the Scene we 
are going to ſing. I have a very indifferent Voice, 
but *rwill be ſufficient if I can make my ſelf under- 
ſtood; Sir Credulous will have the eden to POR 
me - 
Sir Cred. Ay, ay; are the Verſes fine? | 
Beau. Tis a little Extempore Opera; ſo that what 
you hear ſung will be a kind of numerous Proſe, ſuch 


as the Paſſion and Exigency the two Perſons were in, 
inſpir'd 'em with off- hand. | 


Sir Cred. Very well, begin then. © 

Beau. The Subject of the Scene is this. 2A 
young Shepherd ti debar'd the Sight of. the Fair 
he ador'd, by the Confinement ſhe was under from 
the Moroes of a Father, the Violence of his Paſ- 
ſion made him ſpeedily reſolve to apply for Conſent, 
which he obtain'd her Permiſſion to do; but at the 
ſame time is inform'd that another Match was con- 
cluded on for his Charmer, and all things prepar'd to 
celebrate the Ceremony; thus ſtung with Anguiſh 
and Deſpair, he reſolves on a Stratagem to introduce 
himſelf into the Houſe of his Shepherdeſs, that he 
might learn from her own Mouth, her Sentiments, 
and his Deſtiny. There he meets with Preparations 
for all that he fears. Judge you, Sir, judge you, 
Madam, what a cruel Stroke this muſt be to the Heart 
of our Shepherd. He caſts the moſt languiſhing 
Looks an the Beauty he adores, till the Tuer of 


his 
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his Paſſion makes bim break thro' all Conſtraint, and 
addreſs her in this manner. [ Sings, 


4 DIALOGUE SONG. 


Beau. O5 Silvia, 15 700 much to bear; 
| Break cruel Silence, and reply; 
L Your Love, or your Diſdain declare ; 
© Say, muſe I live, or muſs I die? 


Belina. In this Extremity of Pain, 
ben Looks and Sighs my Paſſion prove, 
17755 To rive to hide it is but vain, oh 
Ab Thyrſis! need I ſay I love? 


Beau. Oh / what tranſporting Words I hear“ 

Once more, and all my Doubts remove. 
Ab Silvia, I but dreamt 1 fear. 

Belina. Zes, Thyrſis 1 muſt own 1 love. 


Beau. A thouſand times thoſe Words repeat, | 
Belina, Les, Thyrſis, thee alone I love. 


Beau. Did ever Much ſound ſo feet, / DO BRI 
A | Again—— IT Tal 
ur Belina. — Yes, T byrſis, thee I love. 
m 
i Belina, But, Shepherd, fay; may I believe 
WF Phat you will ne er my Heart aecerve? 
he Beau. Wo, let Experience be the Teſt, 
ww” Which loves the longef and rhe beſt. 
ro 


ih Both. $ 'Tis done — and may the Ne above 
Blaſt thoſe who firſt prove falſe to Love, 


ts, Sir Cred. And what ſays the Father to all this? 

ns | Beau. Nothing at all. 

du, Sir Cred. Why then, let me tell you, Sir, the Fa- 

art ther was a Fool to bear with ſuch Impertinence, and 

og | ſay nothing. In ſhort, your Play is of very ill Exam- 

ot pie. The Shepherd Thyrſis is an impe rtinent Cox- 
D 3 — 
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comb, and the Shepherdeſs Silvia a ſauey Minx, to 
ralk at that rate before her Father: — Let me ſee 
that Paper there? Heyday: where are the Words 
ou have been ſinging all this time? Here's nothing 
ut Notes! 5 
Beau. Oh Sir! — as for that — they — they have 


lately invented a way of writing down the Words in 
the Notes themſelves. hs 


Sir Cred. O! have they ſo? Your Servant for that, 


8ir 1 

Enter Primroſe. | 
Prim. I'faith, Sir, I'm o' your Side now, and re- 

nounce all that .[ ſaid Yeſterday. Here's Squire Looby 

come with his Uncle to make you a Viſit. You'll. 


have a charming Son-in-Law ! *tis one of the gen- 


teeleſt wittieſt Mortals that ever was ſeen. He ſpoke 
but two Words, and they quite tranſported me. Oh!. 


Madam, you'll be in love with him at once. 


Sir Cred. | To Beaumont, who is going.] Won't you 


| ſtay and ſee the Gentleman that is ro marry my Daugh- 


ter, Sir? He's the Nephew of my Phyſician, and a 


very wealthy Gentleman of Cornwal. 


Beau. My Company, Sir, mayn't be ſo proper at 
preſent; ſo Ill wait in the Hall to give the young 
Lady another Leſſon when the Interview is over. 

e [Exit Beaumont. 
Sir Cred. Your Servant, Sir —— O! here they 


are. Come, put your ſelves in Order. 
Enter Dr. Mummy and Looby. 
Sir Cred. You'll excuſe me, Gentlemen, from un- 


covering my Head; you know the Conſequence, Sir, 
*tzs by your own Orders. | 


Mum. We are in all our Viſits to conſult the Wel- 
fare of our Patients. — My Nephew and J, Sir, are 
come here to exprefs the Ecſtaſy we are in for the 
nila you deſign us, of admitting us into your Al- 

ance. ONE | e 


| Sir Cred. 
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Hir Cred. J receive the Honour you do me, Sir, 


with a great deal of Satisfaction; and nothing which 


a poor fick Man can do to return the Obligation, 
ſhall be ever omitted. | 


Mum. Come, Nephew, advance; and make For 


Compliments. 


Lo9b. Muſt not I begin with the Father ? 
Mum. Yes. | 
Loob, I wiſh I may remember all my Spenches Asde. 
— Sir, I ſalute, acknowledge, cherith, and revere 
* as a ſecond Father; but a Second Father to whom 
1 may juſtly ſay, that I'm more indebted than to the 
firſt: 1 was his Son by Neceffity, but am yours by 
your own Free-wiltl. And as much ſuperior as the 
Facuhies of the Mind are to thoſe of the Body, ſo 
much more valuable do I eſteem this future Filia- 
tion. | 
_ My Nephew, Sir Credulous, has been at Ox- 
f 2 Ay, Heavens bleſs him! he talks as if he 
Looby. I think that was pretty well done, now. 
Mum. Optimè / to the Lady, to the Lady. 
Looby. Madam, tis with much Juſtice that Hea- 
23 has beftow'd on you the Name of Mother-in- 
2 WW — 
Sir Cred. Hold, hold, Sir, that” s not my Wife; tis 
my Daughter you are talking BD. 
Looby. Say you ſo? Where's my Lady then? 
Sir Cred. She'll wait on you preſently, 
Looby. Shall J ſtay *rill ve come, Uncle? 
Mum. No, no, Wars your Compliments to the young 
Lady firſt, | 
They. Madam, 1 feel my ſelf animated and enli- 
ven'd by the Sunſhine of your Beauty. Permit me 
thereſore, Madam, at the Altar of your Cbarms, to 
make an Offering of my Heart, which aſpires to no 
other Glory than that of being your moſt humble, 
moſt obedient,” and moſt fa:thiul Servant, Slave and 
Husband, 
D 4 
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Sir. Cred. Well, Madam, and what ſay you to this 
| now 2: 


Belina. I ſay, Sir, that the: AR does Mira, 
cles. 


Prim. Ay, if he proves but as good a Lover as be 


is an Orator, and makes as handſom Preſents to me as 
he does Speeches co my Lady. —— He's a wonderful 


Galant, that's all. 


Sir Cred. My Eaſy- Chair here, quickly — 
Chairs for the Company. — Sit you there, Daugh- 
ter. —— You hear, Sir, how oy vody- admires 
your Nephew. 
Mum. Sir, tis not becauſe he's my Nephew, bur l 
think I may ſay that I've Reaſon to be ſatisfied with 
him; and all that ſee him ſpeak of him as a Perſon 
that has no Unluckineſs in him. He never indeed had 
ſuch a Livelineſs of Imagination, or Readineſs of 
Wit, as may be obſerv'd in ſome People; for which 


Reaſon I would have had his Father made him o' the 


Faculty. When he was little, he never was what 
they call Roguiſh or Waggiſh, but was always cloſe, 
quiet, and taciturn. Twas with the utmoſt Diffi- 
culty they taught him to read, for he was nine Years 
old before he knew his Alp haber. Good, ſaid I to 
my ſelf, your Trees that NG the loweſt, bear the 
beit Fruit; that Backwardneſs to comprehend, that 
Heavineſs of Imagination, are ſure Preſages of a fu- 
ture good Judgment. He was then ſent to the Col- 
lege, fince which I have never ſeen him till laſt Night; 
but I find, to my Comfort, that he's turn'd out ac- 
cording to what he promis'd. 
Looby. Ves, Madam, for you muſt know I'm a Ju- 
ſtice of Peace in my own Country. 
Prim. That's charming indeed, Madam. Why, 
you haye met with a Benefir-Ticket here, truly 


What, to be the Juſtice's Lady, and be coach'd down 
to his Worſhip's Borough Town, which you'll find 
moſt fruitſul in Aunts and Couſins. Then to be in- 
rroduc'd into the Beau Monde, and viſit the Bailiff 's 
Lady and the Exciſeman's Wite, who will do yau 


the 


* 


22 25 


ſtanding ſuch a Match, Madam. 
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the Honour of the Elbow-Chair, and Upper-end of 


the Table. Then at Chriſtmas-time you'll have a 
Ball in his Worſhip's great. free-ſtone Hall, accom» 
pany'd with a fine Concert of a Dulcimer, a Baſs-Viol, 
and two Pair of Bagpipes. 

Looby. Ay, ay, ay, ay, ſhe'll want for no kind of 
Recreation for that matter, for we have the Players 
there too in the Summer-time, and the Merry- Au- 
dreus, and ydur Leatherdeman Folk. And — Whuf | 
let us alone for jovial Doings, I warrant ye. 

Prim. That's pure, I'll iwear. There's no withe 


Sir, Cred. Bur fee, here comes my Wife. 


Enter Lady H ippiſh. 


My Love, this i is Dr. Mummy's Nephew. 4 

2 Madam, tis with great Juſtice that Heaven 
has beſtow'd on you the Name of Mother-in-Law, 
for by all Laws, both Divine and Human, you are — 

Lady Hip. Vou are welcome to Town, Sir, and 
I'm = we have the Honour of ſeeing you here. 

Looby. Becauſe by all Laws, both Divine and Hu- 
man — both Divine and Human, you are — Madam, 
you interrupted me in the middle of my Speech, and 
made me quite forget what I had 10 ſay. 

Mummy. Reſerve it, Nephew, 3 Opportu- 
nity. - 
55 Cred. Iwiſh, my Liſe, you had been here juſt 
now, 

Prim. Ah, Madam ! you don't know what you have 
loſt by not being here at the Second Father, the future 
Filiation, and the Offering up of the Heart. 

Sir Cred. Come, Belina, give the Gentleman your 
Hand, and plight your Troth to bim. 

Belina. Sir! 

Sir Cred. Sir! — What d'ye mean by that? 

Belina. I beg, Sir, you won't think of hurrying . 


things at this rate; give us time at leaſt to know one 


another, and ſee if our Inclinations are mutual or 
not. 


Looly. 
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Looby. Look'e, Madam, for my Part, Fve no Oc- 
caſion for waiting any longer, I'm ready, if you are 

and ſo let's ſee your Hand. | $2 EM 
Belina. But I am not, Sir; your Merit, tho? "rig 


very extraordinary, has not made fufficient Impreſſion 


on me yet. | 

Looby. S'nigs! why ſo waundy coy now! — Auge 
Theſe Londoners have a power of Modeſty, I find 
that. | 

Prim. Lack-a-day ! Madam, why ſhould you make fo 
much Reſiſtance? Sure, 'tis a moſt defirable Alliance— 
Law and Phyſick — Phyſick and Law — they are both 
ſuch honourable honeſt Profeſſions, that I don't know 
which ought to ſtand firſt, 5 

Lady Hip. Why, Miſs has fix'd her Inclination per- 


haps ſomewhere elſe, and modeſtly made a Choice for 


herſelf. 5 | 
Belina. If TI had, Madam, it ſhould be ſuch a one 
as might be warranted both by Reaſon and Honour. 


here? 
Lady Hip. If I were in your Place, Child, I ſhould 
be apt to diſpute the Election with her tho', and ei- 
ther make her take the Perſon I thought proper, or 
1 know what I'd do. | | 


Belina. Oh, Madam! I'm ſenfible of your Affection 


for me; but perhaps your kind Endeavours may not be 
fortunate enough to ſucceed. 
Lady Hip. Perhaps not, for ſuch prudent well-bred 
Daughters as you, Madam, whoſe Actions are all war- 
ranted by Reafon and Honour, make a Feſt of the O- 
bedience they owe to a Father, and ſcorn to take 
Counſel from any but their own Hearr. 3 
Belina. The Duty of a Daughter is not unlimited, 
Madam, and neither Law nor Reaſon makes it extend 
to ſome Caſes. 
Lady Hip. That's to ſay, you are very willing to be 
married, but you are not willing your Father ſhould 
have any hand in the Match. — The young Lady, 
you find, my Dear, has a mind to chooſe for her = 
| (0 


Sir Cred. Hey-day! I make a very pleaſant Figure 


I 
l 


a 
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Truth, you have no Occaſion, Miſs is certainly come 
to Years of Diſcretion. e 

Belina. If my Father can't approve of the Perſon 1 
like, I conjure him at leaſt not to force me to take one 
that I never can like. . = 

Sir Cred. Gentlemen, I beg your Pardon for all 
this. 5 e 3h 
Belina. Every one, Madam, has their End in mar- 
rying. As mine is to give my Heart where I give 
my Hand, I think there's great Precaution requir'd in 
the Choice. There are ſome who marry only to be 
free from their Parents Reſtraint; then there are o- 
thers, you know, Madam, who make Wedlock a 


Trade, who marry only to get good Jointures, and 
paſs without Scruple from. Husband ro Husband, with 
no other View but ro bury them all, and make up a 


Fortune out of the Ruin of their Families; ſuch in- 


deed ftand little on Ceremony, the Perſon of the Man 


is the leaſt thing they conſider.  _ 
Lady Hip. Good lack! Miſs, why, you harangue 
finely ro-day z but I would willingly know, methinks, 
what you mean by all this? 
 Belina, I, Madam! I mean what I ſay. 


Lady Hip. You are ſuch a Fool, Child, that poſi- 


tively there's no enduring of you. —— You have a 
lovely forward Girl, here, my Dear; nay, her Mo- 
deſty is remarkable every where; for when we were 
at the Play laſt, there was fome beaſtly Speeches 


which made all the reſt of us cover our Faces, and ſtop 


our Ears; but Miſs fat as calm and barefac'd all the 

while, as if ſhe had been at a Sermon, and did not fa 

much as bluſh ar the abominable Leudneſs. 
Belina. You perhaps, Madam, are better skill'd in 

Leudneſs than I am; for my Part, I ſaw none at all in 

It. I always conſider things on the Side they are ſhewn 

be and never turn 'em to look for what's not fit to 

e ſeen. 


Lady Hip. But a Woman's Modeſty and Virtue— | 


Belina. 
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ſo you muſt not preſume to interpoſt; to ſay the 
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- Belina. A Woman's Modeſty and Virtue don't lie 
in Grimace, Madam; that affected Niceneſs which is 
fo much ſhock'd at che Shadow of things, will often 
bear with the Reality. Don't you remember, Ma- 
dam, that the very Footmen cry'd out, That your 


Ears were more chaſte than all the reſt of your Per- 
ſon? 


Lady Hip. Vour Inſolence is not to be equall'd, 


Child —— : Wh \ 
Belina. 1 know, Madam, you want to provoke me 
to make you ſome impertinent Anſwer z bur | tell you 


beforehand you ſhall not have that Advantage over 


me. | 


you are. 
 Belina. No, no, Madam, *tis to no purpoſe. 

Lady Hip. You have a ridiculous Pride, an imper- 
rinent Preſumption, which make you odious to every 
Creature. „ 75 1 

Belina. That won't do; PII be diſcreet in ſpite of 
you; and to deprive you of the Hopes of ſucceeding 
in your Deſign, I'll inſtantly remove my ſelf out of 


your Sight — and ſo, Madam, your moſt obedient. 


[ Exit Belina. 


Sir Cred. Hau k'e, Belina, there's no Medium in 


this; either reſolve within theſe ſix Hours to marry 


this Gentleman, or go ſeek your Fortune, which you 


pleaſe. 


* Mum. Well, Sir, my Nephew and I will take leare 


of you for the preſent. _ ' 
Sir Cred. Bur ſtay, Sir, and tell me a little how I 
. MET j 
Mum. | Feeling his Pulſe. | Um — all is not right 
here, we are a little too much upon the Hurry {till. 


This capricious Pulſation ſhews the Machine to be 


much out of order, and indicates a Defect in the Pa- 
rerchyma Splenicum, that's to ſay, the Spleen. 
Sir Cred. Ha! Dr. Opium was with me this Morn- 
ing; and told me my Diſtemper lay in my Liver. 
Mum. Ay, ay, When you lay the Parench ma, you 
e mean 


Lady Hip. Vou don't know, my Dear, how filly 
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mean beth one and the other, becauſe of the ſtrict 
Sympathy there is between em, by means of the Vat 


breve; he ordered you no doubr to eat all your un 
roaſted. 


Sir Cred.. No! all bop | 
Mum. Ay, ay, roaſted, 74 tis the ſas 


thing he order'd right. 


Sir Cred. But Sir, be pleas'd to tell me how many 
Grains of Salt I may put into an Egg. 5 

Mum. Six, eight, ten, by equal Numbers, as we prov : 
n in Medicines by . Numbers. Ln 


6 * | 
Enter 4 Servant. 


Cats Sir, here are two more \ Gentlemen coming 
up Stairs, who call one another Doctor. 


Sir. Cred. Oh! I am glad of that, tis Dr. Opium and 
Dr. Diaſcordium. Shew them into my. Cloſer, =—— 
Dr. Mummy, will you be: ſo good as to go there to; | 
them, and have a Conſultation upon my * 7 

Mummy. I will, Sir Credulous; and we'll conſult 
upon it in the moſt regular and ſolemn manner. 

Sir Cred. Gentlemen, your Servant. 

| _  [Exreunt. Mummy and "og 

Sir Cred. My Life, what ails thee ? Why doſt thou 
look ſo concern d, my Dear? I pr'ythee give thy ſelk 
no Uneaſineſs for the Behaviour of that) IDX. Ii 
humble her, I warrant the. 

Lady Hip. Oh ! my e you cdl know what 
Anguiſh I feel. 


Sir Gred, Lacks lack} 


Lady Hip. To be accus'd of inge and want 
of Love for thee, my 8oul —— Oh! — the bare 
Thought of it is Horror inconceivable. My Heart is 
ſo ſwol'n that I cannot ſpeak, and believe *rwill kill 
me. — c A aloud. 


— ͤ — Sir Cred. 


OO he Mutber-in-Law: ; or, 


Sir Cred. {Running towards the Door bis Daughter 
went out at.] Oh! Baggage, I would I had thee here, 
Pm forry I kept my Hands off the Gipſy, and did not 
break her Bones on the Spot. Come, my Chuck, dry 
thy Eyes, dry thy Eyes. Ods heart! I'm ready to 


weep my ſelf ro fee thee take on fo. I have a - ood 


mind to turn the Slut out of my Doors. 


Lady Hip. No, no, Sir Credulaus, tis I that muſt 
put an end to theſe unhappy Diſſenſions. I ſee what 
Uneaſineſs I occaſion here, and find there's a Neef 
ſity for my leaving the Houſe. 

Sir Cred. How, my Life! what's that thou a'! 


Lady Hip. I'm envy'd and hated, and all Endeayours 
us'd, I ſee, to make you ſuſpect me. 


to. em. 

% 5 p. They'll not ſtop here, you may be ſure; 
and thoſe Foy Stories which you now 1 1 may one 
Day poſſibly meet with Credit; and then — Oh! 

Sir Cred. Never, my Soul, never. 

| Lady Hip. Ah! my Dear, a Daughter may eaſily miſ- 
lead her Father. We had better therefore part at once, 
my Soul, which will remove the Cauſe of theſe Fami- 
ly Biſcords, and prevent any farther Aſſaults on my 
Reputation and yet tis Death to me to think 

of parting from thee too. [ Cries. 


Sir. Cred! Ohl dear! Oh! dear! if thou talkſt at this 


rate any longer, thou wilt break my Heart. Part from 


thee]! No; but I'Il part from the Huſſy that's the 
Occaſion of this; and if ſhe makes the leaſt: Difficulty to 
marry the Gentleman to- night, Þ'll ſend: her into the 
Country to-morrow, and confine her there for Life. 
Lady Hip. Alas! my. Heart, not on my Account ; I 
forgive her every thing, bear her no IIl-will, nor lay 


any thing to her Charge; I with I could Js her any 


Service, with all my Soul. 
Sir Cred. Generous Creature! 


Sir Cred. But you find, my Love, what heed I give 


Lady Hip. 


te 
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Lady Hip. But to live with her after this, is whac 
J can't— Heaven:knowu'; what the malicious World 


would immediately think on't; they'd fay that I did 


it out of nothing bur Policy; and, becauſe 1 knew 
my {elf guilty, pretended a charitable Zeal for my 
Accuſer. 


Sir Cred. No, no, my Life, ſhe ſhall be kept at a 
diſtance, I promiſe thee. 


Lady Hip. Well, my Dear, I muſt leave thee for 
the ns, J have a little Buſineſs in the City which 
muſt not be neglected; and I ſhall go by Mr. Crauny 85 
if you have any thing to ſay to hin. 

Sir Cred. Yes, my Heart, call on him then be ſure, 
and bid him make haſte with you know what, for I'll. 
ſign and ſeal this very Night. 

Lady Hip. Alas! my Soul, all the Riches in the 
World have no Charms for me, unleſs I enjoy them 
with my Jewel 3 and if I do receive of you the Gift 
you deſign me, tis only becauſe Pm afraid the Eſtate 
will fall into Hands that will make an ill Uſe ot 
KC, 

Sir Cred. 1 know it, my Dear, I know it very well. 


[Going out, 
Lady Hy ip. Stay, my Love, you forget you can't walk 
without your Cane. | [ Going for his Cane. 


Sir Cred. That's true indeed, my Life.— This Wo- 
man loves me ſtrangely! tis incredible how much ſhe 
loyes „„ 3 3 


8 CE N E, A back Room. 


oy Mommy, Diaſcordium, and Opium. 


Mummy. Well, Gentlemen, you ſaw the Patient Veſ- 
terday, and there's no Alteration either one way or the 
other. 


D 2 Opium. 


A 


| 48 7 be Mor ber- in-Law; or. 


Opium. Ves, yes, we had a ſufficient Sight of h him; 
ſo let us immediately enter upon Conſultation.— 
Chairs here. 8 


a fit Jown, and continue filent for ſome time; [Dis 
ſcordium zakes Snuff; Opium hawks and ſhits ; 
Mummy takes a Cockleſpell out of his Pocket, and 

Jools at it with his Speftackes, 

| Opium. This Town is grown wonderful large, and 
a Man that's in good Practice is Jolted to a Jclly, by 
continually hoiſting from one end to r'other of it. 


Diaſ. True, Brother Opium.— But, well thought 
on! What fide are are you of in this Diſpute i 


Dr. Scurvygraſs and Dr. BulPs-head ? "Tis an — 
that divides the whole Faculty. 


Opium. Ol I am for Dr. Scurygraſs. 
Diaſ. Ver vel, and ſo am I. 


Opium. Not but that Dr. Scuroyeraſs* 8 Advice kill'd 
the Patient; z and the other was certainly in the right, 


but he ought not to have been of a different Opinion 
to his Senior, 


Diaſ. True, very true; Formalities ſhould always be 
obſerv'd, come what will. 


Opium. Ol I am rigid in that Point, except among 
Friends; a Man dead is but a dead Man, and of no 


great Conſequence; but one Formality neglected, 1 is 
of prejudice tous all. 


Mummy. Brother Opium, this Cockleſhell is of in- 
eſtimable Value; it was thrown up by an Earthquake 
in the Empire of Morocco, and has undoubtedly lain 
buried there ever ſince the Flood; ſo that its Anti- 
* is not to be diſputed. 


E nter 
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4 Enter Sir Credulous. I 
Fit 
Sir Cred. Well, Gentlemen, are you come to any Il 
p Reiolutien; for 1 find my 5 increaſe upon ö | 
me ſtrangely. i" 
d Mummy. Come, Sir. 1 ll 
Opium. No, dear Sir, do roſa firſt 85 I! 
8 Mummy. No, do you. I 
=_ Opium. Lord, Sir! . | | | 
Mummy. Sir! 1 
Opium. Well, Sir, we have argu · d upon your Caſe. Iu! 
My Opinion is, "that it proceeds from too great a Re- I 
pletion; and therefore would have you bleed as ſoon 1 
e Ul 
Diaſ. And I fay the Diſeaſe is a Putrefaction of =! 
Gs therefore I'd have you take an Eme- = | 
tic 43 
Opium. I maintain that an Emetick will kill him, | | 
2 Diaſ. And I, that Bleeding will be the Death of 4 
Him. 41 
Opium. It mightily becomes you, indeed Mon cur, 4 

to pretend to Skill. Do you remember the Man you 

diſp atch'd with your Pill, Yother Day? 


ill Dia And do you remeinber the Lady you ſent a 
packing with your Bolus? 
a- Opium. I have given you my Opinion, Sir. - 


kefl If you are not let Blood preſently, you are a dead 

in Man. 

ti- Diaſ. If you are blooded, you won't live a quarter 
of an Hour. 


Sir Cred. Good lack! good lack! what Reſolution - 
mult I take upon two ſuch contrary Opinions? Here 
ſhall I die, Gentlemen, while you are diſputing what 
will keep ine alive. Pray, let me do one thing or 
r'other; that if I muſt dic, I may at leaſt die phy ſi- 

1 cally, as I ſhould do. 
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Mummy. For Heaven's ſake, Gentlemen, let there 
be no Diſſenſion amongſt us. I'll ſet this Matter to 


rights at once, —— Brother Opium, the Patient ſhall 
undergo your Bleeding to-night. And to-morrow, 
Brother Diaſcordium, he ſhall take your Emetick. 

Opium. I conſent; let him but be blooded to-night, 
and do what you will with him to-morrow Morn- 
ing. 

Sir Cred. Ay, ay, the more the better; the more 
things I try, the better; and PII go and begin upon 
one of them immediately. | [Exit, 


Enter Primroſe. 
Prim. What, Gentlemen, do. you fit here, and 


not go and revenge the Wrong that is done to Phy- 


vet. - 
Opium, How] Wrong done to Phyſick! ! 


Prim. Yes, there's an impudent Fellow has in- 
croach'd upon your Province, and without your leave, 


2 juſt now kill'd a Man, by running him thro! the 
O Yo 


Opium. Very well, Met, you'll come under our 


Hands in time. . 
Prim. I'll give you leave to kill me, when Ido. 


Opium. Bur pray, how does the Coachman do that | 


we ſat upon r'other Day * 

Prim. Very well. He's ten. 

Opium. Dead! tis impoſſible! 

Prim. May be ſo. But he's bury'd How- 
ever. 

Opium. Hippocrates FER that that kind of Diſtemper 


does not terminate till the thirteenth Day; and he has 


been ſick but fix Days. 


Prim. Hippocrates may ſay what he will, bur the 


Coachman's dead. 


Mummy. 


eo 


in 


he Date, the Difeaſe; 5 r 


Mummy. Um! *Tis firange! very ſtrange! — But 
eome, Brother Opium, I'll wait upon you. 


Opium. Sir — 
Diaf. Sir — | | f 
Mummy. Sir — [ Exeunt with great Ceremony. 


Prim. Ha, ha, ha! But I muſt go now and part 
the Turtles, for there's no time to be loſt in Coo- 
ing and Billing; and Lovers are ſuch filly Crea- 
rures, _ never know when to > have done. 


[Exit Primroſe. 


SCENE III. Bains Chamber. 


* 


Beaumont, Belina, and Agnes. 


Belina. For Heaven 7 fake, let us take care we are 
nor ſürpris d; if we ſhould be ſeen rogether now, all 
would beruin'd. — Dear Naggy, have an Eye, and tell. 
us if you ſee any body, 


Agnes. Ves, Siſter, I have look'd ir in every Corner, 
there's: not a Mouſe ſtirring. | 


Beau. Dear Belina, how great! i is my Pleaſure! and 
what a Loſs am I at to expreſs my Affection! Whilſt 
Thad nothing but the Language of Looks in my Power, 
L thought 1 had a thouſand things to ſay; but now 
I've obtain'd the wiſh'd-for Liberty, Joy ſtifles my 
Words, and Fm filent, 


Belina. But tell me, Beaumont, have you thought of 
any thing to favour our weſigns? Shall we be able to 
ſer aſide this hateful Match? 


Agnes. Siſter, Siſter, here's my Mamas! 

Belina. Undone! you that way, and I this, quick, 
Quick, | 
Agnes. No, no, ſtay, ſhe's gone down another way. 

Belina. 1 wiſh ſhe has not ſeen or overheard us. 


Beau. Yes, Belina, we have ſeveral Stratagems in 


hand, all ready to produce upon occaſion, which your 
Uncle 


g 
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Uncle and Primroſe have engag d. to execute: But as 


in Comedies 'tis good to deter the Pleaſure of a Sur- 


pPriſe, and not anticipate what will be afterwards ſeen, 


ſo yours be the Diverſion, without — into the 
be ns] We ſhall cauſe to Play. — — 


Enter Primroſe. | 


- 


- Pains Come, as you done aut. ' 


Beau. But, dear Beliaa, ſuppoſe. all our Endeavours 


ſhould fail? which Heaven forbid ! _— 


Belina. What ſhall I ſay to you? 
Beau. What ſhall you ſay to me! 
Belina. Ay. 


Beau. W hat any- one would ſay who lh loves — 


That in ſpite of all your Father's s Power AC reſolve 


to be mine. 


Belina. Oh! Beaumont, tempt not my Duty with 


the Propoſals of a terrible Extremity, which I hope 


we never ſhall come to; but this be aſſured of, That 


as I'll never be forc'd to give my Hand againſt my In- 


clinations ſo I will never give it againſt the Obedience 


which i is due to a Father. 


Beau. How, "Belina! 
| Belina. No, fo well as I love Beaumont, I e not 


even for him throw off my Sex's Modeſty, and a 


Daughter's Duty. 


Beau. Very well, Madam, I perceive what your Af. 


fection is by your Reſolution. 


Belina. Why, what would you have me to FR 


Beaumont? 


all means. 
Belina. Vou adviſe me to it? 
Beau. Yes, the Choice is glorious, I think. 
Belina. Very well, Sir, I Il follow your Advice. 
Beau. Very readily, I don't queſtion, Madam. 
Velina. As readily as you gave it, Sir, 


Beau. Do, Madam! why accept of this Husband by 


I 


OT 
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Beau. 1 gave it to pleaſe you, Madam. 

Belina. And to pleaſe you I take it, Sir. 

Prim. So! what will this come top 

Beau. Is this your Love then, Belina? 

Belina. Pray let us talk no more of that; you told 
me freely, that I ought to accept of the Man my Fa- 
ther propos'd, and I declare I intend to follow your 
wholſom Advice. - 

Beau. Don't excuſe your ſelf, Madam, upon my In- 
tentions; that's only catching at a frivolous Pretence to 
authorize your Infidelity. 

Belina. Y ou may think fo, if you pleaſe. 

Beau. Yes, yes, I know I may. 

Belina. The Loſs is not great, you'll ſoon make your 
ſelf eaſy under it. | „ 

Beau. If I can, I will, you may be ſure of it, Ma- 
dam; if I can't effect it, I'll at leaſt feign it; for tis 
an unpardonable Baſeneſs to teſtify Love for one that 
abandons us. VPP 

Belina. The Sentiment is certainly noble and ſublime, 
and I would have you follow it by all means. 

Beau. I am ſufficiently inſulted, Madam, and will 
immediately content you. [ Going. 

Belina. Very well. 1 

Beau. | Returning.) Remember, however, that I 
only follow your own Example. „„ 
Belina. My Example! Be it ſo. 3 

Beau. Enough; you ſhall be punctually obey d. 

[Going to the Door, 


Belins. So much the better. 
Beau. | Returning.) Hey? 
Belina. What? | 
Beau. Did not you call me? 
Belina. 1! — you dream ure! | | 
a Beau. Well, I'll be gone then. — Fare wel, Ma- 

am. . 

Belina. Farewel, Sir. 


Prim. O' my Conſcience, you are both of you ra- 
ving mad! I had only a mind to ſee how far it would 
£0, —— Hark'e, Sir. {Taking Beaumont by the Hand. 


Beau. 


- — 4 
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Beau. What would you have, Primroſe * 
Prim. Come hither. 

Beau. No, I'm reſolv'd —— 


Prim. How! | 


Belina. My Preſence drives him away, I'll leave the 


Place. 
Prim. Where are you running? 
[ Leaving Beaumont, and running to Belina, 
Belina. Let me 
Prim. Vou 2 come back, I tell you. 


[ Eoing. 


[Bringing ber back. 


Beau. The Sight of me, I find, diſturbs her; I had 
better make her eaſy. 5 Going. 
Prim. {Leaving Belina, and running again to Beau- 
mont.] Again! give over this Folly, and come here 
both of you. Are you mad to have this Quarrel, 
when you ought to be conſulting your mutual Safety? 
Beau. Did not you hear how ſhe talk'd to me ? 
Prim. Are you turn'd Fool ? 
Belina. Did not you ſee how he us'd BAY 

Prim. Fools alike! She has no other Deſire than 
to keep herſelf for you. He loves you alone, and 
wiſhes only to be yours. — Come, give me both your 
Hands, —— Yours. 

Beau. Whar does this ſignify? 

Prim. Oh! Come, yours. 

Belina. To what End is all this? [Giving her Hand. 

Prim. Come, come, quickly. ——You both of you 
love more than you imagine. 

Beau. Don't do things with Uneaſineſs. 
on me without Hatred, Madam. | Belina turns ber 
Eyes on Beaumont, and ſmiles] That Look has 
ſtung me to the Soul! Oh, Belina, forgive the Raſh- 
neſs of my Paſſion; *twas nothing but Exceſs of jea- 
lous Fondneſs. 

Prim. Come, none of your ſilly Excuſes to waſte 


more time; 'twould be mighty proper you ſhould be 
Go you immediately and in- 


ſeen together now. 
form Mr. Heartly of the Part he's to play. 


Get 


you into your Cloſet, and be ready to fall ſick at a 
Moment's 


[Giving his Hand. 


Look 


- —— . err = 
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Moment's Warning if it ſhould be neceſſary, whilſt I 
play the Duce and all below Stairs. _ 

Beau. Whatever may be the Conſequence, Belina, 
my greateſt Hope is in your Conſtancy. 

Prim. Lud! what filly Creatures Lovers are! I 

ſhall now have more Difficulty ro part 'em, than I 
had juſt now to bring 'em together. — Go, I ſay. | 
| Belina. You may depend, Sir 

Prim. What a Clack yours is! —— Be gone, I 
ſay; this way, this way. [Puſbes off Belina. 

Beau. Well, Primroſe, J don't know how we ſhall 
reward thee for this Induſtry. _ = 

Prim. Oh, Sir! I deſire no other Return but the 
Pleaſure I take in doing it; Virtue, you know, is its 
own Reward, HEN e 

Beau. Yes, a Chambermaid's Virtue is moſt literal- 
ly ſoz for if ſhe can get nothing by keeping it, ſhe'll 
be ſure to part with it for ſomething.  _ 

Prim. Ay, Mr. Beaumont, but the World's to blame 
in placing all Virtue in one fooliſh Thing. — Why, 
there's my Lady Hippiſh, now, is a perfect She-Devil 
in every thing elſe, but ſtill ſhe's a Woman of Virtue. 
She robs her Husband, and ruins his Children; but 
ſhe's a Woman of Virtue. — Defames her Friends, and 
pays her Servants no Wages ; but becauſe ſhe has not 

Good-nature enough to give any Satisfaction to ano- 
ther, ſhe's a Woman of moſt ſtrict Virtue, forſooth. 
When ſuch an honeſt Gipſy as I, muſt be vilify'd and 
deſpis'd, only for having too much Humanity to ler a 
young Fellow die at one's Feet; well, *cis not right, 
I ſay; 'tis my Opinion rs 


That ſhe's with moſt heroick Virtue bleſt, 
Who ſpares no Pains to ſuccour the Diſtreſt, 
Nor ſpares no Colt to heal the Love-fick Breaſt. 


The End of the Third Act. 
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AET IV. SCENE L 
SCENE, Sir Credulous Hippiſh's Houſe. 


Sir Credulous in his Eaſy-Chair. 


ERCY on us! why does not this Mr. Galley- 


pot come? [ Looking on his Watch.) Oh ſhame- 
ful! Here's a whole Morning has been thrown away, 


without ſo much as taking one ſingle Medicine 


Theſe Apothecaries are bewitch'd fure! *Tis a horri- 


ble thing a poor Creature muſt be left to die for want 


of a Bolus. — Oh here. — No, tis my Wife, — 


I thought, my Love, you had been gone into the 


City. 


Enter Lady Qippiſh. 


Lady Hip. 1 was prevented, my Life, by an Acci- 
dent, I thought it my Duty to inform you of be- 
fore I went. As I paſs'd by Belina's Chamber, juſt 
now, I ſaw a young Fellow in earneſt Conference 
with her. F 

Bir Cred. How! a young Fellow with my Daugh- 
rer! by LS i 

Lady Hip. Yes. The Regard I have for you and 
your Family, my Dear, made me endeavour to learn 
what they were talking of, but I could hear nothing 
to the purpoſe —— only a few luſcious Expreſſions, 
and a Contrivance how to cheat the old Gentleman, 
as they call'd him. 5 

Sir Cred. Luſcious Expreſſions, d'ye ſay ? —— The 
old Gentleman! What old Gentleman? —— Who? 
Lady Hip. | can't gueſs, Child: Not you, to be 
ſure, my Dear 


little 


one ſhould think not. But your 


ha 
da 
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little Daughter, Agnes, was with 'em, and can tell 
you all. 1 
Sir Cred. Send her to me here, my Love; ſend her 
to me here. 
Lady Hip. I will. Good by t'ye, my Love, for 
a little while; I'll ſee thee again as ſoon as poſſible. 
Sir Cred. Goodby to thee, my Life. | Exit Lady 


| Hippiſh.] Ah, that impudent Minx, Belina “ ] don't 


wonder now at her Obſtinacy. 


Enter Agnes. 


Agnes. What would you have, Papa? My Mama 
told me that you wanted to ſpeak with me. 

Sir Cred. Ves, come here — nearer — turn this 
way — look up — look upon me. 

Agnes. Well, Papa. oy 

di Cred. 90! 

Agnes. What So, Papa 

Sir Cred. Have you nothing to tell me? 

Agnes. Yes. l'll tell you the Story of the 4/5 
Skin, or the Fable of the Crow and the Fox. 

Sir Cred. That's not what I ask you. 
Agnes. What then? 5 

Sir Cred. Ah! you cunning Gipſy 
well enough what I mean. 

Asgnss. Indeed, Papa, but I don't. 

Sir Cred. Is this the way of doing what you was bid? 
Did not I order you to come and tell me immediately 
eyery thing that you ſaw? 
— a 88 

Sir Cred. And have you done ſo, pray? | 

Agnes. Yes, I am come to tell you eyery thing I 
have ſeen. >, 

Sir Cred. Very well; and what have you ſeen to- 
day then? 2 

Agnes. Nothing, Papa. 

Sir Cred. Nothing! 

Agnes, Nothing at all. 


you know 


2 Sir Cred. 
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my Siſter's Chamber as I was there; I ask'd him 


her. 


—ͤ—6— —— —— — 


Sir Cred. O! J ſhall make you fee ſomething pre- 


ſently. | Shaking his Cant. 
Agnes. O dear, Papa! 


Sir Cred. Vou little Counterltit, you did not tell 


me you ſaw a Man in your Siſter's Chamber, 


Agnes. Why, my Siſter forbad me, Papa; 3 but Pll 
tell you every thing. 

Sir Cred. Take care you tell me the 'Truth then; 
for here's my little Finger that knows ul, will tell me 
if you lye. 

Agnes. But, pray, Tape, don't let my Siſter know 


Te 


that I told you. 


Sir Cred. No, no. 
Agnes. Why then, Papa, there came a Man into 


what he wanted; and he told me that he was her 
Muſfick- Maſter. 
Sir Cred. Oho ! the Matter's out now. This is the 


Opera-monger, with his Shepherd and Shepherdels: 
—— Well, and what then? 


Agnes. My Siſter came in after, and cry'd, Be gone, 
be gone; for Heaven's ſake, be gone; I'm in Pair 


for you; and we ſhall certainly be catch'd. 
* Sir Cred. What then? 


Agnes. Why, he would not be gone. 
575 Cred. What did he ſay to her? 


Agnes. He ſaid I don't know how _ things to 
er. 


Sir Cred. Ay, but what? : 
Agnes. He faid This, and That, and T'other; that 


he lov'd her mightily ; and that ſhe was the pretticl 
Creature in the World. 


Sir Cred. And then? 
Agnes. Why, and then he fell upon his Knees to 


Sir Cred. And then? 


Agnes. Why, and then he kiſs'd her Hands. . t 
Sir Cred. And then? 


Hanes. Why, and then he ſwore to be true to he 
and tac {wore to be true to him. 


8 
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Sir Cred. And then? 

Agnes. Why, and then they quarrell'd a little. 

Sir Cred. Quarell'd, did you ſay? 

Agnes. Yes, Papa. | 

Sir Cred. Very well, I like that. And what then? 
Agnes. W hy then they grew more loving than ever. 
Sir Cred. How! and what then, Huſſy? and what 


then? 


Agnes. Why, and then — they partcd. 
Sir Cred. And this is all? 
Agnes. Yes, indeed, and indeed, Papa. 
Sir Cred. Ay, but my little Finger mutters as if 
there was ſomething elſe. Hold, ay, ay, ſo, ſo; 
ay, my little Finger tells me that you've ſeen ſome- 
thing you' ve not yet told me of. 
[Putting bis Finger to his Ear. 
Agnes. Ah, Papa, your little Finger is 2 my 
teller. | 
Sir Cred. Have a care what you ſay. 
Agnes. Pray don't believe it, Papa, for it tells vis, 
upon my Word. 
Sir Cred. Very well, very well, we ſhall find that. 
—— Ger you gone, and be ſure you take notice of 
every thing you ſee. 
Agnes. Yes, yes, Papa, T'll be ſure to mind what 
you ſay. [Exit Agnes. 
Sir Cred. Lack- a · day! how do theſe Buſineſſes diſ- 
tract me! I have not ſo much as Leiſure to mind my 
Indiſpoſition. In truth, this is inſupportable. 
[ Sitting down in bis Chair. 


Enter Heartly. 


Heart. Brother, how is it? How d'ye do? 

Sir Cred. Very ill, Brother, v very ill. 

Heart. Very ill! 

Sir Cred. Ves, I'm ſo very faint, you'd hardly 
think it; I have not Strength fo much as to ſpeak. 

Heart. Good lack! that's hard indeed. Jam 
come hither, Brother, to propoſe a Match for my 
Niece Belina. 


E 4 Sir Cred. 
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Sir Cred. ¶ Riſing out of his Chair in à Paſſion.] Bro- 


ther, don't ſpeak to me of that Baggage; ſhe's a baſe 
impertinent, ſaucy Quean, and Ill make her know 
that I am her Father. | 
Heart. So, ſo, this is mighty well; I'm glad to find 
your Strength return a little, and that my Viſit has 


done you ſo much good. But now, Brother, I de- 
fire you'd inform me, for what Reaſon you would 


force your Daughter upon this Match, which ſhe's fo 
averſe ro? | 


Sir Cred. For what Reaſon, Brother, am I Ma- 


ſter of my own Family, but to do what I pleaſe 
in't? | 


Heart. My Lady, I ſuppoſe, does not fail adviſing 


vou to get rid of your Children at any rate. 
Sir Cred. Ah, there's the Thing. — My Lady, poor 


Woman, is ſure to be brought on the Stage; tis ſhe 
that does all the Miſchief, for certain; and all the 
World will have it ſo, I ſuppoſe. 0 
Heart. No, no, Brother, we'll leave her out of the 
Queſtion then. She's a good Woman, that has the 
beſt Intentions in the World for your Family; is free 
from all manner of Self- Intereſt; has a marvellous 


Tenderneſs for you; and ſhews an inconceivable Af- 


fection to your Children, that's certain. We'll ſay 


no more therefore of her, but return to your Daugh- 
ter. With what View would you marry her to this 
Nephew of Dr. Mummy's? „ 


Sir Cred. With a View of having ſo skilful a Phy- 
ſician as Dr. Mummy, related to me. Sh 
Heart. Is it poſſible you ſhould always be ſo be- 
witch'd with your Doctors and Apothecaries, and 
reſolve to be ſick, in ſpite of the World, and Nature 
it ſelf? | 
Sir Cred. What d'ye mean by that, Brother? I have 
been under the Doctor's Hands here, and taking Phy- 
ſick, for thete Twenty Years, and yet I'm not ſick, 
I warrant. 


Heart. I mean, Brother, that 'tis a plain Sign 


you have a ſtropg Conſtitution, when, with all the 


Phyſick 
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Phyſick you have taken, you've not been able to de- 
ſtroy ir. | 

Sir Cred. But do you know, Brother, tis that 
keeps me alive? Dr. Mummy has aſſur'd me that I 
ſhould abſolutely go off, if 1 were but three Days from 
under his Hands; but this Dr. Mummy knows nothing, 

I ſuppoſe, in your Opinion. 

Heart. Oh! yes, he can talk good Latin; call all 
Diſtempers by their Names, in Greet; knows how to 
define em and diſtinguiſh em. Bur how to cure 
'em, is what he doesn't know. 

Sir Cred. But, Sir, with Submiſſion; there are 
People as wiſe and clear-ſighted as your Worſhip, 
that in caſe of Sickneſs have Recourſe to him for 
Cure. NH 5 £ | 
Heart. There are a great many Trades, you know, 
that take Advantage of the Frailty of Mankind, and 

get their Bread from the lucky Prepoſſeſſion of Er- 
ror. And as the greateſt Weakneſs Men have, is the 
Fear of Death, upon That the Quack builds his For- 
tune and Reputation. F 
Sir Cred. Yes, Sir, but Dr. Mummy's no Quack; 
he's a regular Phyſician, and one that has not the leaſt 
Artifice or Craft, but deals ſincerely and conſcientiouſ- 
ly by his Patients. 3 8 

Heart. Right; ſo far from meaning ill in what he 
preſcribes, that he diſpatches you out of pure Princi- 
ple; and does no more in killing you, than what he 
has done by his Wife and Children, and what upon 
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occaſion he would do by himſelf. 

Sir Cred. Hold, Brother, ſay no more againſt 
Dr. Mummy, I intreat you, for it raiſes my Choler, 
and will bring my Diſtemper upon me. 

Heart. I've done, Brother; and to change the Diſ- 
courſe, I muſt tell you; that you ought not to take 
ſuch a barbarous Reſolution with regard to your 
Daughter. 5 8 N 


Enter 
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Enter Galleypot, with a Bolus and Draught in \ 
| bis Hand. | 


* . 
LY 
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Sir Cred. Hold, Brother, a little, with your Leave. 
Heart. What are you going to do? * 
Sir Cred. To take this Bolus and Draught from 
| Mr. Galleypet, I ſhall have done it preſently. 5 
Heart. You jeſt, ſure! Can't you be one Moment 
without ſwallowing ſome Drug or other? Put it off 
= till another time, and let Nature have a little Reſpite 
if now. 3 5 1 
Sir Cred. Well then, to-night, Mr. Galleypot, or to- 
ii Z oe hn 
| Galley. What Buſineſs have you, Sir, to oppoſe the 
| Preſcriptions of the Faculty? The Phyſick is pre- 
par'd, and won't keep, Sir. — And ſince you hinder 
his Worſhip from taking my Bolus, Pll come upon 
you, and you ſhall take it for him. 8 
Heart. Be gone, Sir. — You are not us'd, I ſee, 
to talk to People's Faces. 1 
Galley. Medicines are not to be jeſted with, Sir, 
nor my Time to be loſt. I came here by Dr. Mum- 
my's Order, and ſhall acquaint Him how I have been 
| hinder'd in the Performance of my Function. 
. 3 Exit Galley pot. 
Sir Cred. Brother, you'll be the Cauſe here of ſome 
Miſchief. * 
Heart. A great Miſchief indeed! ſpoiling a Bolus of 
Dr. Mummy's Preſcription. Once more, Bro- 
ther, Is it impoſſible to cure you of the Doctor, for 
that's your Diſeaſe, and nothing elſe? 2 
Sir Cred. Brother, you'll make me mad. — I wiſh 
you had my Diſtemper, and then we ſhould ſee if you 


would rattle at this rate. —— - Hah! here comes 
Dr. Mummy, and Fury in his Face too; Heaven pre- 
ſerve us! | 


Enter Mummy and Primroſe. 


1 Mummy. Very fine! this. — I haye heard a very 


1 — pleaſant | 
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pleaſant Story from Mrs. Primroſe here; my Preſcrip- 
tions contemn'd, and my Medicines rejected. 
Sir Cred. Indeed, Sir, it was not 


Mummy. Sir, 'tis a very great Inſolence, a rank Re- 
bellion in a Patient againſt his * 
Prim. Horrible! 


Mummy. A Bolus that I took the Pains to make. up 
my ſelf! 

Sir Cred. Twas not me. 

Mummy. Invented and COmpee's according to the 
niceſt Rules of Art! 
Prim. Monſtrous! 
Mummy. And which was to have wrought Miracles 
upon the Animal Spirits! 

Sir Cred. Twas my Brother —— 

Mummy. To ſend it back contumaciouſly. 

Sir Cred. Twas he —— 


Mummy. Tis an enormous Inſult.on the Faculty. 
Sir Cred. He was the Cauſe —— — 


Mummy. Such a Crime againſt the Profeſſion as can 
never be enough puniſhed. 


Prim. Right, Doctor. 

Mummy. I therefore declare, that from this time 
forth I break off all Correſpondence with you. 

Sir Cred. Twas my Brother - 

Mummy. I'll have no Alliance with you. 

Prim. Vou'll ſerve him right, there, Doctor. 

Mummy. And to prevent any Relation between us, 
I thus deſtroy the Deed of Gift I made to my Ne- 
phew in favour of the Marriage. 


Prim. I'm glad o'thatz let him take it for his 
pains. 


Sir Cred. Tis my Brother has been che Occaſion of 
all this Miſchief; let it be brought again, and, to make 
you amends, Tl take double the Quantity. 


Mummy. I ſhould have ſet you to rights in a very 
little time. 


Prim. He does not deſerve it. 


Mummy. I wanted but a Score or two of Medicines 
more, to have done your Buſineſs effectually. 


ul 


Prim. 


——_— — — 
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Prim. He's unworthy of your Dave. 
Mummy. But, ſince you refuſe to be cur'd by my 


Hands — 


Sir Cred. Ah! Brother, Brother! 


Mummy. Since you have withdrawn from me the 
Obedience a Patient owes his Phyſician— 


Prim. That cries for Vengeance. 


Mummy. And have declar'd your ſelf rebellious to 
my Regimen and Preſcription .fr 


Sir Cred. Not at all, not at all. - 


Mummy. 1 abandon. you to your evil Conſtitution, 


to the Acidity of your Stomach, the Alkaleſcency of 
your Blood, the Acrimony of your Bile, and the Fe- 
culency of your 'll-humours. 

Prim. Well ſaid! 

Mummy. And my Will is, That within theſe four 
Days you enter on an abſolutely incurable State. 

Sir Cred. Ah, Mercy! Mercy! 
Mummy. That you fall immediately into a Diſpeps 


Sir Gred. Good Doctor! 
Mummy. From a Diſpepfia into an App. 
Sir Cred, Doctor! 0 
Mummy. From an 7 TA into a Lienteria. 
Sir Cred. Dr. Mummy! 
Mummy. From a Lienteria, into a Dyſenteria. 
Sir Cred. Spare me, good Doctor! 


Mummy. And from a Dyſenteria, into a Privation of 


Life, the Condition your Folly has brought you in- 
ro. — And ſo, Good by r ye, Good by t'ye. 


Exit Mummy. 


Sir Cred. O Heavens! I'm dead. — Brother, you 
have been the Ruin of me; I feel the Faculty raking 
Vengeance of me already. 

Heart. In good troth, Brother, you are out of your 
Senſes, and I would not for any thing you ſhould be 


ſeen in theſe Fits. Pr'ythee feel your own Pulle a lit- 


tle, and don't give up your ſelf ro ſuch wild Chime- 


ras. Here's a lucky Opportunity now, of getting rid 


of your Doctors; or, it you are born to be a Slave 
to 


y 
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to *em, you may eaſily procure another, with whom 
you'll run leſs Hazard than with this. 


Enter Primroſe. 


Prim. Joy, Joy, Sir. 
Sir Cred. What now? 
Prim. Rejoice, Sir. 
Sir Cred. For what? 
Prim. Rejoice, I ſay. | 5 
Sir Cred. Why, you impertinent Huſſy, won't you 
tell me for whar, firſt? %% Le” PT 
Prim. No; Vil have you rejoice beforehand; ſing 
and dance. . 
Fir Cred. Was there ever ſuch a Slut? 
" Prem. Tou arc curd, Sir. 
Sir Cred. Cur'd! . FO 
Prim. Ay, there's a Doctor come to ſee you, that 
will cure you of all your Diſtempers ar once. 
Sir Cred. Heaven forbid ! — Pr'ythee who is it? 
Prim. I don't know him; but He and I are as like 
one another, as two Drops of Water, all but his 
Beard; and if I were not ſure that my Mother was an 
honeſt Woman, I ſhould ſwear ſhe had play'd the 
Wag before ſhe married my Father. 
Sir Cred. Deſire him to walk up. [ Exit Primroſe. 
Heart. This happens to your Wiſh —— one Doctor 
leaves you, and another immediately comes in his 
room. - 55 | Nt | EY 
Sir Cred. Ay, but Doctor Mummy was perſectly 
well acquainted with my Conſtitution, and knew the 
way to deal with me exactly. — Oh! Oh! I feel at 
Heart all thoſe — I don't know what to call em 
thoſe ſtrange Diſtempers he threaten'd me with. 
Heart. One would think Dr. Mummy held in his 
Hands the Thread of your Life, and by a ſupreme 
Authority, could ſhorten or prolong it as he thought 
proper: Refleck a little, that the Principles of your 
Life are in your ſelf, and that Dr. Mummy's Anger is 
as incapable of killing you, as his Medicines are of 
keeping you aliye. 
Sir Cred, 


— — — — 


62 The Mother-1n- Law; or, 
Siy Cred. Oh lack! Oh lack! And pray, wife Sir, 
what would you, out of your profound Knowled 
and Skill, adviſe one to do when one happens to be 
fick, then? 1 85 . 
Heart. Nothing. 
Sir Cred. Nothing! 3 RY at 
Heart. No, nothing, but keep your ſelf quiet. Na- 
ture herſelf, if we'd let her alone, woold 
throw off the Load ſhe labours with. "Tis our own 


Impatience ſpoils all; for when we have but juſt 


Strength enough to ſtruggle with our Diſtemper, we 


muſt take Loads of Drugs to burden us the more. Be- 
lieve me, Brother, it muſt be a wonderful robuſt Con- 


ſtitution that is able to bear both the Phyſick and the 
Diſeaſe. | . 


Sir Cred. Mighty 7 with your Nature and 


you. — But is not this 
—_— ie. o 8 
Heart. Lud! Lud! Brother, how you are impos'd 


ature to be aſſiſted by Art, 


leaves nothing but the Regret of having ever thought 


it rcal. . 
Enter Primroſe, areſs'd as a Phyſician. 

Prim. Sir, your Servant. eng ors 
Sir Cred. Your Servant, Sir. —— By my Troth, 
Primroſe herſelf! _ ME SPE In 1 ng 
Heart. They are very like one another, indeed; but 


"tis n't the firſt time we've ſeen ſuch ſort of things. 


Prim. I hope, Sir, you'll pardon my Curiofity in 


viſiting a Perſon of ſo famous an Indiſpoſition as your 
felt, and offering you my ſmall Services in relation to 


what Bleedings and Purgations you may have occa- 
ſion for. 


Sir Cred. 


gradually 
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Fir Cred. Sir, your Servant. 3 1 

Prim. I obſerve, Sir, that you look very earneſtly 
at ne, pray how old d'ye think I may be? 

Sir Cred. Old! why Thirty, belike. | | 
Prim. Ha, ha, ha! why, I'm above Fourſcore, 
Sir Cred. Fourſcore: 5 
Prim. Ves; you ſee an Effect of the Secrets of 

my Art, that preferve me thus lively and vigorous. 


* 


Sir Cred. 1 profeſs, a jolly Youth, for one o' Four- 
ſcore, if he could but have hinder'd the Growth of 


his Beard, Brother.  . 


Heart. O! by no means; a Phyſician's Skill lies 


chiefly in his Chin. Wo 48 
Prim. I am, Sir, an Itinerant Phyſician, who tra- 


vel from Town to Town, from Kingdom ro King- 
dom, to find out Patients worthy of my Practice, and 


fit to exerciſe the great and noble Secrets of my Art 
upon. I fcorn to amuſe my ſelf with the little Fry of 


common Diſtempers, the Trifles of Rheumatilms, 


Scurvies, Vapours, and Megrims. Give mie your 
Diſeaſes of Importance, good Purple-Fevers, good 
Plagues, good confirm'd Dropſies, good Plenrifies, 


with Inflammation of the Lungs. Theſe are whar 


pleaſe me; theſe are what I triumph over; and I wiſh 


with all my Heart, Sir, that you had a Complication 


of 'em all upon you at once; that you were given o- 
ver by all the Phyſicians, and at the very Point of 


Death, that I might demonſtrate to you the Excel- 


lency of my Medicines, and the Defire I have to do 

you Service. 5 e e ee, e 
Sir Cred. I am very much obliged to you, Sir, for 

your kind W iſhes. : „% 
Prim. Let me feel your Pulfe. — Come, beat 


as you ſhould do. — Hey! this Pulſe plays the Fool. 


Le don't know me yet, 1 find. Who is your Phy- 
ſician? 233 : | 
Sir Cred. Dr. Mummy. Ia | 
Prim. Dr. Mummy Who is he? I have not his 
| ; Name 
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Name in my Liſt of eminent Phyſicians. Where does 
de ſay your Diſtemper lies? 
Sir Cred. He ſays in the Spleen; 3 others in the 
Liver. 

Prim. They are all of em Jenoramus 53 1 y. that 
it lies in your Lungs. 

Sir Cred. In my Lungs! h 

Prim. Ves; where's your Pain? 


Head. 

Prim. The Lungs exactly. | 

Sir Cred. Sometimes a Miſt bak my Eyes, 

Prim. The Lungs. 

Sir Cred. Sometimes a violent Palpitetion of the 
Heart. f 
Prim. The Lungs. 


Sir Cred. At other times I am taken with a violent 


Pain i in my Belly, as if it was the Colick. 5 
Prim. The Lungs again. You have a good Ap 1. 

tite to what you eat? | 
Sir Cred. Yes, Sir. | 

Prim. The Lungs. You love to drink-a Glaſs of 
Wine? FT 

Sir Cred. Ves. | 3 

Prim. That's the Lungs. You take a comfortable 
Nap after Dinner. 1 e a "pe 

Sir Cred. True, Sir. 

Prim. The Lungs, the Lungs, I tell ye. What 


does your Phyſician order you to cat? 


Sir Cred. He orders me Broth. 

Prim. Ignorant ! | 

Sir Cred, Chicken. 

Prim. Ignorant! 

Sir Cred. New-laid Eggs. 

Prim. Tgnorant! 
Sir Cred. And above all, to drink a . gel of 
Water in my Wine, 

Prim. Ignorantus, Tenoranta, Tenorantum: — You 
muſt drink E unmix'd, 3 Wine, to thicken 

youu 


Sir Cred. 1 have every now and then a i Pain i in | my 
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your Blood, which is too thin. You muſt. eat 
good fat Beef, good fat Bacon, good Dutch Cheeſe, 
Rice-Grucel, and Craw-fiſh Soup, to corroborate and 
conglutinate. Your Dr. Mummy is an Aſs, and 


knows nothing of his Buſineſs; I'll ſend you a Phy- 


fician of my own bringing up, and will viſit you 


ſometimes my ſelf, whilit I ſtay in the Town. 


Sir Cred. Sir, you'll oblige me extremely, 
Prim. What the Duce d'ye do with this Arm? 
JJ Go: - 
Prim. Cut me off this Arm immediately, 
| Sir Cred. Why fo, pray? 


Prim Don't you ſee that it draws all the Nouriſh- 


ment to it ſelf, and hinders the other from thriys 
ing? 55 


Fir Cred. Ay, but I've occaſion for my Arm. 
Prim. Here's an Eye too, which I'd have inſtantly 
pluck'd out, were I in your Place. _ 
Sir Cred. Pluck out my Eye! 8 5 
Prim. Don't you perceive it injures the other, and 
occaſions thoſe Miſts you complain'd of but now? 
Be guided by me, and have it taken away directly; 
you'll ſee the better with your Leſftr. 
Sir Cred. There's no haſte for that, Sir; tis as well 
MES. . 
Prim. But hark'e, Sir, is there not a certain Gen- 
tleman, one Squire Looby, that is to marry your 


Daughter? 


Sir Cred. Ves, Sir, he is juſt arriv'd from Cornwal 
for that Purpoſe. Rt 7: 5 
Prim. The ſame, — Twas there he was conſti- 
tuted and inducted my Patient, but feloniouſly with- 
drew himſelf from the Remedies I had prepar'd fot 


Heart. Why, ay, Doctor, your Phyſick is Money 
at any time; ſo that he has actually ſtole your Caſh, 

Prim, Pardon me; I don't intend to loſe him ſo 
neither; he's tied and bound my Patient, and Þ ll have 
him ſeiz'd wherever I find him, and either cure him: 
or be the Death of him A 
4 F Sir Cred. 
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Sir Cred. Has he any Diſtemper on die, aha 
Prim. Ves. | 


Sir Gred. What Diftemper, pray? 


Prim. No matter: Phyſicians are oblig'd to 3 
ey. Tis enough that I injoin you not to celebrate 


the Nuptials, without my Conſent, under pain of in- 


curring the Refentment of the Faculty, and bringing 5 


the worſt of Maladies into your Family. _ 

Sir Cred. Nay, if it be ſo with him, I ſhall be i in 
no Hurry for the Match. 

Prim. Be ſure you don't. —— He may run away 
as much as he pleaſes; but I'll get a Decree againſt 
him, and force him to be cur'd; yes, tho' there were 
a Complication of Diſtempers, thirteen to the Do- 
zen: His Body is mortgag'd to my Conduct; and it 
ſhall neyer be faid, that a Patient got the. better of 
his Doctor. 


Sir Cred. You have my Conſent, Sir, to phyfick 
him your Belly-ful]. 


Prim. Farewel, Sir. I am forry L muſt leave you 


fo ſoon, but Fm oblig'd to be at a great Confultation 
to-day, upon a Perfon that dy'd Yeſterday. 


Sir Cred. A Perſon that 95 d Yeſterday! | 
Prim. Ves; to confider what ought to have been 


done to haye Kept him alive——and fo your. Servant, 
Sir. 


Sir Cred. Sir, your Servant, — Sick People, you 
know, are excus'd from Ceremony. | Exit Primroſe. 


Heart. This is a thorough Doctor now, and talks 
like himſelf. 


Sir Cred. Ves, but he goes a little too faſt, tho”. 
Heart. Oh! that's the way of all your eminent Phy- 


ſicians. 


Sir Cred. To cut off an Arm, and pluck out an 
Eye, in order to make the other better! I'd rather 
t was not quite ſo well. A pleaſant Operation truly, 
to make me at once both blind and lame. But 
you'll excuſe me, Brother, if I go to my Couch and 
rake a Nap, for I'm fo fatigu'd with theſe Affairs. 
If you — mind to fit by me a Quarter of an . 

you 


at 
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you'll meet with ſome very good Books in my Study : 
There's a Treatiſe upon the 15 * of Water-Gruel; 
another againſt cating Fiſh or Fleſh; and another to Fs 
prove; that we eught to eat both. ul 
Hart. Very well, Pll attend you, Brother. Nt 
LExeunt Sir Cred. and Heart. bl 


R frimrif,. as having Juſt thrown off ber Doctor 5 | 
5 Dres, and pulling off her Beard. _ 


Prim. So far, fo ood: I have look'd out ſharp to 
all things yet; the Qor s Buſineſs is done, I believe; 1 
and now Þ ll ſo fatigue our Country Squire, that he I 
{ball make more haſte back again than ever he did to Þ# | 
come, OT! here's my Chap, dreſs d Br ee — 


Enter Looby. | 


4 al Mrs. Primroſe; your Seryant. 1 
Prim Sir, Vour Servant. , Ry 
1 Looby. You ſeem, Mrs. Primroſe, to look at my 10 
Clothes: I was defirous to put my ſelf into the Court 
Faſhion; for the Credit o' my Country. 
| Prim. O' my Word, Sir, you make ariother-puiſe 
n Figure than any of our 'Countiers. 
3 Looby. Ay, why ſo my Tailor told me. The Suir 
is rich, and proper for. him that wears it, and will 
u make no fmall Show and Noiſe here; Hey ? - Bur, 
>. prays can you bring one to the Speech of your La- 


I No, Sir: 
Looby. Is ſhe gone out, then? 
„% i Prim. No. 

Looby. Buſy, belike? 

Prim. No. 

Toby. In Company; way be? 

Prim. No. 

Looby, Um, um, that's 3 indeed! 

Prim. Why, look ye, Sir, my Lady is oſten abroad 
and at home, at the fame time; engag'd, and yet do- 
ing nothing; in Company, and yet no Body with 

F 2 her: 


68 The Mother -m- Law; or, 
her: In a Word, my Lady's an Oracle, and L am her 
A 
Looby. Then you mult be brib'd, I ſuppoſe. [Afide? 
Give me your Hand, Mrs. Primroſe ; let you 
and I ſhake Hands a little, and then, belike, we ſhall 
be better acquainted. 
Taking her Hand, and putting a Purſe in it. 
Prim. Pſha! be quiet. Why, what a Fool tis! 
[ Afidez ſeeing the Money. | Um, no, Troth, the 
Man has more Wit than I thought he-had. 
Looby. When I'm marry'd to your Lady, Mrs. Prin- 


5 roſes you ſhall have an excellent Place on't. 


Prim. You marry my Lady, Sir? | 
Looby. Why ay, l'm come on purpoſe to marry her, 
now. 
Prim. T © 
Looby. Yes. 
Prim. In Marriage, ſay ye? | 
Looby. Yes, to be ſure; how elſe can it be? 
Prim. Um —— Fm ſorry for it. 
Looby. Sorry for it! 
Prim. Ay, I was thinking — 
I beg your Pardon. 

Looby. What d'ye mean by that? 

Prim. Nothing, nothing. | 

- Looby. But, pray now 

Prim. Nothing, I tell you; I ſpoke too haſtily. 

Looby. Nay, but I muſt know what's at the bottom 
of all this. 

Prim. No, no, *tisn't at all neceſſary you ſhould. 

Looby. Ods my Heart! but it is tho'. 

Prim. Well, if it is, you muſt excuſe me there. 

Looby. By what you faid o' me, this Morning, 
Mrs. Primroſe, I took you for my Friend. 

Prim. Ay, marry, no body can be more ſo; from 
the Moment I ſaw you, I felt an Inclination for you; 
I ſaw ſomething of Ingenuity 
Looby. Your Servant. 2 

Prim. Something 2 


my Ob, Mrs. Primroſe !* 


to marry her? 


* 


but 'tis no matter, 


Prin. 


m 
13 


2 


oblige you to open your Heart to me. 
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8 So majeſtick — 

Looby. Ay, ſomething manly, as one may _ 
Prim. So cordial —- 

Looby. Ah, ſweet Mrs. Primroſe / 

Prim. This is all true. But here is a Thing that 
one s Neighbour's Intereſt is concern'd in. 

Looby. Hark ye, Mrs. Primroſe, here sthis Ring you 
muſt wear far my ſake. — Nay, 'tis in vain to ſay, 
No; for wear it you muſt. — Ang this, 1 hope, will 


* 


Prim. Let me ſee, I'll conſult my Conſcience a lit- 
tle on the Caſe. =t the firſt Place, herc's my Matter 
purſuing his own Intereſt, and endeavouring to pro- 
yide for his Daughter as advantageouſly as poſſible, and 
we ought to do no Man an Injury in ſuch an Affair. 
Not that the thing is any manner of Secret; but 
ſhall I go diſcover it to one who's ignorant of it? 
No, we are forbid to ſpeak Evil of our ns 
that's true; but then on the other fide —— 

Looby. Ay, now for t'other ſide! YT 

Prim. Here's a worthy Gentleman, who' S a Stran- 
ger to the Town —— 

Looby. And has been ſtrangely us'd in it; 

Prim. Who comes thro' Thick and Thin, with an 


honeſt Intention to marry a Woman he knows nothing 


of - an open-hearted Gentleman 

Looby. And a Man of Parts, too. . 

Prim. Who places a Confidence in me as his Friend, 
has preſented me with a Purſe moſt curiouſly wrought. 

_ Looby. Of Twenty Guineas. 

Prim. And a Ring to wear for his Sake. | 

Looby. Which coſt Twenty more. 

Prim. And ſhall I ſee this courteous generous Gen- 
tleman abus'd and impos'd on, without {0 much as tel- 
ling him of it? 

Looby. No, to be ſure. 

Prin. Well, 1 find I may let you into Matters, 
without wounding my Conſcience; but let us endea- 
vour to tell em in the gentleſt way poſſible, and ſpare 
Foopee as much as we can —— To ſay that this young 

F 3 Lady 
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ſecur'd in a Wife. 
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Lady o' mine leads a diſhonourable Life, would be a 
little too harſhz let us therefore feek ſome wilder 


Terms to expreſs our Meaning by. The Word, 


Gay, perhaps may do itz no, that dosn't quite comeup 


to't!—— that of e Coguette ſoems xo hit our Pur- 
poſe the beſt. 


Looby. Cocket! Cocket! What are your Cockers? 


Prim. Oh! your Coquets, Sir, are your iprancing, 
prartling, gaming, galloping, witty, - wanton, fine 


Ladies; who rail at their Friends, jilt their Lovers, 
and cuckold their Husbands and are true to nothing 


but Scandal and Strong- waters. 8 

Looby. Oho! are they ſo? are they ſo? I am not 
ſuch a Send then, as to have any Buſineſs Wich A 
Cocker. 

Prim. Why ſo? there's not ſo much Harm in't as 
People i imagine, perhaps. | 
Looby. O! isn't there ſo? I'm your Servant for 
that; I'll put no ſuch Cap on my Crown, I affure 
ye; the Brows of the Loobies are not made to bear 
Branches. 

Prim. Pooh, Pooh! *tis what Husbands now-a-days$ 
fit down ſatisfy 'd under. If you can't ſo well bear to 
ſee it done under your very Noſe, why, you have no- 
thing to do but, when the Galant comes, to take your 
Cane and Gloves, -and very civilly walk off. 

Looby. Good, good! Ha, ha, ha! I am a very 
proper Perſon to be made a Stalking-Horſe of, no 
doubt. They fanſy'd, I warrant ye, that Leonard 


Looby, Eſq; had no Guts in his Brains, to inform him- 


{elf mw the World went, and to ſee his Honour well 

But I'll go and ferret out old 

Night- Cap, and let * ſec, i' cod! chat a Corniſh Man 

is not᷑ ſo eaſily to be bubbled. Exit Looby. 
Prim. Ha, ha, ha! a rare Gudgeon, truly! 


Halen Servant, who whiſpers Primroſe. 


Prim. Very well; bid 'em go w one after another, 


the Scotch Woman firſt 


Enter 


then? 


Ih Dene, the Difaſe. ox 


Enter auto. / LY 


Beau. Hiſt! Primroſe, is the Coaſt clear? i 
Prim. Ves, yes, old Argus is employ'd above. 
Beau. Well, and how are we? how came you off 


with your Scene of Quackery ? 


Prim. As Quacks of all ſorts do, Sir; with flying 
Colours, I ſoon routed the Doctor, and run away 
with his Buſineſs. 


Bean, Bravely ſaid! But where s our Squire? what's 


doing with him? 


Prim. Oh! we are doing very handſomly by uin 


above Stairs. 


Beau. Is the Farce we contriv'd, in Aion now, 


Prim. * Ha, ha, ha! Hell have enough of 
"ne I'll warrant him. 
Beau. Well, but what have you for me to do 


now ? 


Prim. Let it be your Buſineſs to contrive the Wind- 
ing- up of the Play, while I play wy Scenes with him. 


Lou underſtand. 


Bean. Ay, ay. 
Prim. And as ſoon as I have planted him as I would--- 

[#bifpers Beaumont. 
Joan, Very well; that will do the belt of any thing 


in the World. 


Prim. But here he comes. Get you gone quick, 
for we muſtn't be ſeen together. [Exit Beaumont. 


Enter Looby. 


Looby. What the Murrain can all this mean? Are 
the People in this Town all ſtark mad? 

Prim. What's the matter, Squire? 

Looby. 1 ſhall certainly be murder'd here in this 
curſed Place! jabbering Jades! brazen Whores! 

Prim. How! "What's rhat? _ 

Looby. Why, a couple of foul-mouth'd Carrions 
have been abuſing me at ſuch a rate, within; and pre- 
tend that I am marry'd to 'em both. ; 

F 4 Prim. 
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rectly, for this Town rains nothing but Plagues. 


Prim, Marry'd to em TY 
Looby. Ay, and threaten me with Juſtice, and ſwear 


they'll have me hang'd. 
Prim. Mercy on us! an ugly Buſineſs! a very. ugly 


Bufineſs, and Juſtice here is as rigorous as Vengeance 
againſt that fort of Crime. 


Looby. Ay; but I am as innocent o- the Matter as 


you be, Mrs. Primroſe. 
Prim. No matter for that; if you are accus'd of i * 
tis enough. You have nothing for'r, but to make your 


Eſcape as ſoon as you can; there's an Army of Conſta- 


bles after you already, I wartant em. 

Looby. O Lud! O Lud! O Lud! for Goodneſs 
ſake, whe ſhall I do, Mrs. Primroſe? Have you nc'er 
a dark Room you could hide me in? ne'er a Cupboard 
that you could ram me into? f 

Prim. Um! I have hit on't. Come dong with me 


quickly; I'll tell you the beſt way to get off, without 


being known. 
bs, Dear Mrs. Primroſe let us be gone then, di- 


What the amin had I to 205 to come to London? 
[Exeunt 


8 C E N E changes to Sir Credulous s Chanter. 
Sir Credulous and Heartly. 


Sir Cred. Was ever 1 the like ſeen? TI hope they* pl 


have him' hang'd. 


Heart. You had like to have been finely fitted with 
a Son · in- law. 


Sir Cred. Tis very true, that I bad ſo. What ſhall 
I do in this perplexing Affair? 1 am to confounded, 


I can fix on nothing. 
Enter Primroſe laughing, and rubbing her Hands. 


for the Wedding that's to be to-night. 
LL Cree. What Wein, auß; 


Prim. 


Prim. Well, Sir, I have been making Preparations ; 


: 2 
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Prim. Why, Madam Belina and Squire Loolh's, Sir. 
And, as my Lady i is out of the way, I ave taken u 
on me to order a handſom Supper, a Concert of Mu- 
ſick, and a —— 
Sir Cred. Why, you meddling Baggage, there? s to be 
no Wedding, nor no Supper, nor no 


Prim. No Wedding! ay, but there is, tho'. 
Sir Cred. I tell you, there is not. 


Prim. Lack- a- day! Sir, you forget your Rf Aida | 


you ſay that it was to be to-night? 
Sir Cred. If I did ſay it, J unſay it again. 
Prim. You may do as you will; but marry'd they 
ſhall be, now things are gone ſo far, that's poſitive. 
Sir Cred. Heyday ! whereabout are we? — Why 
— why — 


Prim. I have more Love for you than to ſuffer you 


| to make your ſelf laugh'd at, for ſaying and unlying 


m this manner. 
Sir Cred. I want none of your Love. e 
Prim. But I will Love you, in ſpite of your Teeth. 


Sir Cred. Will you hold your Tongue, Serpent? 


1'll make you be ſilent, or PIl—— 
Prim. Be it ſo. But if I don't ſ peak, T'll think. 


Sir Gred. Think as much as you Will; but take care 
you don't ſpeak. | Turning to bis Brother. | Brother, I 


am almoſt mad. What muſt be done? 
Prim. I wiſh I might ſpeak. 


| She's filent when he urns bis Bead. 


Sir Cred. What muſt be done, Brother? 

Prim. W hy, they muſt be marry'd. 

Sir Cred. Then what I ſay, denten nothing? Hey! 
Baggage, Hey! 

Prim. W hat ails you, Sir? 1 don't ſpeak to you. 

Sir Cred. What then? 

Prim. I talk to my Self. 


Sir Cred. Very my [ Putting him/eif in a Poſture 
firike' her; and Primrole, at every Caſt of his Eye, 
sf ſilent. ] 1 have thought lonouYy of it, Bro- 
0 


tat He arty? Why don't you peak? 


Prim. 


: 1 
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Prim. I have thought ſcriouſly of it, and it muſt 
be fo. [Half af ide. 

Sir Cred. Why, you tormenting Beaſt! | 

[oss 10 friks foe, 

Prim. ¶ Running out.] And therefore I'll go ſend for 
the Parſon this very Moment. [Exit Primroſe. 

Sir Cred. Her Inſolence has put me mad! How am 

I tormented on every hand. Ah! Brother, ler me 
_ adviſe you never to marry. 
Heart. Never a ſecond time, Brother; anda young 
ravenous Widow, too. 
Fir Cred, That's not the Thing; I don't ſpeak of 
my Lady; ſhe's all the Comfort I have — but, Chil- 
den, Children, Brother, they are the Bane of Ma- 
trimony; they are ſo many Serpents, which a Man 
| hatches and breeds up * to ſting him to Death for 
his pains. 


Heart. We only think 'em fo, by not conſidering 


'em as what they are. The little Gaieties and Exceſſes 
of Youth, are as much the Beauty and Perfection of 
that State, as Care and Policy are of Age; and yet 
becauſe they an't immediately grave and gray headed, 
we are diſſatisſy'd and offended... _ 
- Sir Cred. Ah! Brother, no bady knows. the Cares, 
the Anxieties, the Pangs of a Parent, but thoſe who 
feel 'em; I profeſs, I am quite oppreſs d and bore 
down by em. Fah! Belina, Belina! [ Wiping bis Eyes. 
Heart. Come, come, Brother, this is all Diſtemper; 
we'll talk more of theſe things by and by: In the 
mean time I have order'd an Entertainment below, 
which will diſſipate your Concern, and diſpoſe you to 
judge the better of- what's proper ro be done. Things 
won't appear ſo diſmal, after a Song and a Dance; 
*rwill do you more good than all the * in Mr. Gal- 
leypot's Shop. | 


In ſocial Mirth, and gay Delights, we find 
The trueſt Cure for a diſtemper'd Mind. 


The End of the Fourth Act. 
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8 E E N E, The _ 


n and Primroſe meet. 


Beau. 7ELL, Primroſe, how go we on? 
Prim. With Wind and Tide, and By 
tune herſelf fits ſmiling at the Helm. 
Beau. Bleſſings on her for it! 


Prim. I have put our Chap into ſuch a terrible 


Fright, about the Severity of the Law here againſt 


that he may eſcape more caſily from the Conſtables, 


which I've told him are plac'd in every Corner to ap- 
prehend him, he's 421000 ro difguiſe 1 imſelf in wh 
man's Habit. 


Beau. Ha, ha, ha! T ſhould be glad to ſee him in 
that Equipage. — But now, Primroſe, what have we 
to go upon next? 

Prim. Why, we have nothing now to do, but to 


ſow the Seeds of Diſcord betwixt Husband and Ws : 
and the Day's our own. 


Beau. That will be a difficult Task, I fear; ; ſhe's a 
fly Beaſt, and won't eaſily be trap'd. 
Prim. Courage, Man; 1 have Snares for Foxes, as 


well as for Woodcocks. 


Beau. Thou art a dear, charming, courageous Wench, 
and ſhalt be rewarded accordingly. 


Prim. But ſee, here comes our Laſs — away, quick, 


that he mayn'r fee us together; as ſoon as I've got 
him fairly pack'd off, I ſnall go to work upon the old 
Gentleman within; and bo you ready to appear upon 
proper Notice. 
Beau. Succels attend you. [Exit Beaumont. 
e . 5 Enter 


having two Wives, that he's reſolv'd to fly for't; and 


Ry 


The Mother -in- Law ; of; 
Enter Looby, in Woman's Clothes. 
Prim. So, Squire, why you make -a very graceful 

Figure! You've the perfect Air of a Woman o' Qua- 

lity. I defy them to know you in this Equipment. 
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Looby. Tis ſtrange, tho', Mrs. Primroſe, that the 


Forms of Law ſhould not be obſerv'd in this Town! 


Prim. Burt *tis as I told you; they hang a Man here, 


| firſt, and try him afterwards. „ 
| Looby. But when a Body's innocent 


- 


Prim. They never trouble themſelves about that.— 
Then they have an. intolerable Hatred for People of 
your Country, and nothing can pleaſe em more than 
to ſee a Corniſh Man hang c. . 

Looby. Why, what have the Corniſßh Men done to em? 
Prim. Oh! your Londoners are mere Brutes, and 
Enemies to the Gentility and Merit of other Places. 
For my part, I proteſt J am in a terrible Fright for 


you, and ſhould never have any Comfort if you ſhould 
come to be hang'd. „„ 


. Looby. Tisn't ſo much the Fear of Death, as that 


ttwould be ſuch a Blot in one's Scutcheon. 

Prim. Right, 1 don't know if you wou'dn't loſe 
your Title of Squire by it. — But come, give me your 
Hand now, and walk like a Woman; and talk, and 
give yourſelf all the Airs of Quality. ES 

| Looby. Let me alone, I have ſeen People of Faſhion; 
all the Miſchief is, J have ſomewhat of a Beard. 
Prim. Pho! your Beard's nothing; I have known 
many Women of Quality have a great deal more 

88 let us ſee a little how you behave yourſelf. — 
Good. - , 

Looby. [ Mimicking a Woman in his Walking and the Tone 


of his Voice.] Why, my Cauch, there! Where is my 


Cauch? Lard ! what a miſerable thing ir is to have 
ſuch Servants as theſe! Muſt I wait all Day on the 


Pavement, and will no body call my Cauch for me? 

Prim. So. | OP 
Looby. What, no Cauchman to be found, no Page? 

Il break the Neck of theſe Doings, — Why Page! 


Little“ 


1 
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Little Raſcal ! —— Isn't the little Fool to be found? 


Warld? 
Prim. Admirable! 


Enter Conſtable and Attendants. 


Cor. Who have we here that makes this Outcry ® 
Hah ! here's a Face that much reſembles — was de- 
| ſcrib'd to us. 
Looby. *Tis not me, I aſſure you. 
Conſt. How! how! What's that? 

Looby. I can't tell. 
Conſt. There's ſome Meaning i in what you ſaid, and 
I take you Priſoner. 

Looby. Nay, nay, good Gentlemen! 

Conſt. No, no, by your Manner and Diſguiſe, you 


muſt needs be Squire Looby, whom we are in queſt of; 


let's away with him to Nezugate. 
Looby. Oh fad! Oh ſad! I'm doom d to be hang'd 
then, ar laſt, 
Prim. Mr. Conflable, for my ſake, I conjure you not 
to carry him to Priſon. 
Conf, Tis impoſſible - 


Prim. Come, I know you're a Man that will den 
to Reaſon. Is there no way of adjuſting this Matter 


with a few Guineas, or ſo? 


Conſt. Stand off a little. [To bis Attendants. 
Prim. You muſt give him ſome Money — quick, 


_ | [To Looby. 
Looby. O curſed Town ! 


[ Pulling up his Peetticoats to get at his Breeches. 


Prim. Hold your Hand, Sir. 
Conſt. How much is there? 
Prim. One, two, three, Wr five, * ſcyen, eight, 
nine, ten. 
Conſt. No, I can't do't; my Orders are poſitive. 
Prim. Laid! ſtay. [T7 0 Looby .] Quick, quick, give 
him as much more. 
Looby. But | 


Prim, 


Is there no Page there? Have I no Page i in the 


wy "Il Loſe no debe T tell — you haye 
a mind to be: hang d! Here, Sir, here. 


Conſt. I muſt run away with him, and live with him, 
then; for I durſt not ſhew my again here. 


Prim. Then, pray, take great care of him 31 beg 


vou will. 

Conſt. I promiſe you that. 

Prim. Be gone then, quickly, "EY N 
| love you ſo much, that I wiſh you a hundred Miles 
0 

Looby. Good by t'ye; dear Mrs. Prinroſi — That's 


the only honeſt Body I have met with in this 'Fown. 
| [ Exeunt Looby and Cunſtable. 


Phi. By t ez Bubble, and Fortune bleſs thee, for 


thou art one of her own Dorard Brood. ——— Rut I'm 
wanted by this time ſomewhere elle. E . 


8 Q E N E II. E Credulous' 5 Chamber; 


Enter Sir Credulous and Heartly: HET? 


Peart. So, Brother, what think you of my Em 
tertainment? Isn't it as good as a Doſe of Aa. 


fetida? _ 

Sir Cred. Ho! good 4, a-fetida is a good thing: 
Heart. Well, Brother, {tace this Match is now 4 
an End, and you and your Doctor are at Variance 
with one another, I hope I may have the Liberty to 

ropoſe the Perſon I was ſpeaking of for my Niece. 

Sir Cred. No, Brother, I'm reſolv'd to fend her in- 
to the Country, and there confine her, for offering 
to oppoſe my Will and Pleaſure. I find there's a 
Love- Affair under the Roſe, and have diſcovered a 
row private terne which they don't think I 

ave 

Heart. Very good, Brother and {ſuppoſe there 
| ſhould be ſome little Inclination in the Caſe, where 
would be the Harm of it? You have no reaſon to be 
diſpleas'd, ſince nothing's intended but what's honour- 
able, 


f e Sir Cred. 


The Doctor the Difeaſe. CT : | 


Sir Crod. Be chat as it will, the ſhall go into rhe 
* dat Im reſolv'd on. 


Emer Primroſe. 


Heart. I can gueſs, Brother, who put you on that 
Reſolution. There's one Perſon in the World you'll 
pleaſe by it, I'm certain. | 

Sir Cred. I underſtand you, Sir; you are > always. 4 
touching on that String. My Wife is a great  Heart= | 


burn to you. 


Heart. Ves, Brother, ſince 'tis neceffliry to be plain 
with you, tis your Wife chat I mean; and I can no 
more bear your ridiculous Fondneſs for her, than thar 
you have r Phyſick ; nor endure to fee you run hand- 
over- head into all the Snares ſhe lays for you. 

Prim. Ah! dear Sir, don't ſpeak ſo of my Lady; 
ſhe's a Woman that no body can ſay any thing againſt; 
a Woman without the leaſt Grain of Artifice or De- 
fign, and loves my Maſter — there's no ſaying. how 
much ſhe loves him. 


Sir Cred. Ay, ask but 1 now, how exceſlive fond 
ſhe is of me. 


Prim. Moſt exceſſive! „ 
Sir Cred. How much Concern | my Vineſs gives 
her. 
Prim. True ſhe's always prayin chat ſhern ht 
ſee an End of it. yep ö - $ 
Sir Cred. And the Care and Pains ſhe takes dont 
* 
Prim. Right. Shall we convince you now, 


Mr. Heartly, and ſhew you directly what a ſurpri- 


ling Affection my Lady has for my Maſter? ——Per- 


mit me, Sir, to undeceive him, and let him ſee his 
Miſtake. 


Sir Cred. As how, Primroſe ? 
Prim. Hark, my Lady is juit return'd. Do you, 


Sir, but ſtretch your ſelf out in your Chair, and feign 


your {elf dead, you'll then fee the violent Grief, ſhe'll 
be i in, when 1 cell her the News. 


Sir Cred. 


30 De Morber- in- Law; 77 * 


Sir Cred. Hey! — Um! — 1 profeſ I've a mind 
to take her Advice. — No, no, I can never bear to 
hear the Shrieks and Lamentations ſhell make over 
me; and yer 'twill be a Comfort to me to hear them, 
too; to feel her virtuous Tears bedew my Face, and 
her ſweet Lips kiſſing my Cheeks a thouſand; chous 
ſand times, to bring me back again to Life and. her. 
Ah! Ah! verily, I'll do it; verily, I'll do it. And 
then, Sir, what will become of your fine Surmiſcs ? 
— But, Primroſe, ar't thee not afraid that her very 
thinking me dead, will break her Heart? . 

Prim. To be ſure, Sir, if you ſhould keep her i in 
ber Fright too long. 

Sir Cred. Oh! let me alone for char; - I'll make the 
Experiment this very Minute, this very Minute. 
Reach my Chair, here. | Settling himſelf.] So, ſo. 

Prim. Do you hide your ſelf in that Cloſet, Sir. 


[To Heartly. 


Sir Cred. But is there no ger in feigning one's 
ſelf dead? 

Prim. No, no; ber Danger ſhould there be? 
Tis only ſhutting your Eyes, and ſtretching your ſelf 
out. [0 Heartly.) Now, now, Sir, we ſhall 
ſhew you your Error, with a Witneſs, and convince 
you how much you have injur'd the beſt of Wives. 


Lo Sir Cred. ] *Twill be pleaſant enough after- 


wards, Sir, to {ce how blank your Brother will look. 
——- Here's my Lady! Cloſe, cloſe; you've no Bu- 
fineſs with your Cane; hang your Arms a little more 


dangling z and look more diſmal, than ordinary, if 
FO: 


Enter Lady Hippiſh. 


Prim. Oh Heavens! Oh fatal Misfortune! Whats 


ſtrange Accident is this! 
Lady Hip. Whar's the Matter, Primroſe 3 


Prim. Ah! Madam. Ah! Ah! [Crying 


Lady Hip. What is it? What doſt thee mean by 
this Blubbering, pr'ythee? 


Prim. walls Maſter's dead, Madam. Oh! Oh! 
Lady Hip. 
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Prim. Ay, alas! quite defunct. 


Lady Hip. Art thou ſure of that? . 

Prim. Too ſure, alas! No body yet knows any 
thing of this Accident; there was not a Soul but my 
felf ro help him; he ſunk down in my Arms; and 


went off like a Child. See there, Madam, how 
he lies ſtrerch'd out in his Chair! "on 


Lady Hip. Now, Heaven be prais'd for the Sight: 
————- Primroſe !/ what a Simpleton art thou, to 
FF 3 
Prim. Cry, Madam? Why, I thought we was to 
1 Hip. A great Loſs indeed, to cry for! What 
good did he do above Ground? —— A grunting, 


rumbling, ill-ſhap'd, filthy Fellow; never without 


ome poiſonous Slop in his Maw; always coughing, 


hauking, and ſpitting; for ever dying, and yet tos 


much alive to get him under Ground. ——— Thou 


popr , pitiful, credulous Fool, farewel. 


Sweet, charming, wanton Widowhood, thou onl 


| Recompence for Marriage Slavery ! thou only End 
and Aim of prudent Wives! once more, thou'rt wel- 


cOmèe. | 


Prim. A very excellent Funeral Oratiofi. Ade. 
Lady Hip. Oh! how my Heart exults at Thought 


of Liberty, and long neglected Joys! — Alas! poor 
Dear, thou haſt loft, then, the ſmall matter of Breath 
thou wer't Mafter of. O' my Conſcience, he looks 


better than when he was alive. This is the only time, 
Primroſe, J ever beheld him with Pleaſure. —— But, 


come, thou muſt aſſiſt me in executing my Deſign; 
and, depend on't, that in ſerving me, thou wilt moſt 
effectually ferve thy ſelf. Since then, by good For- 


tune, no body's yet acquainted with the Thing, let 


us carry him to his Bed, and keep his Death conceal'd 
'till we have thoroughly ſettled our Affairs; and then, 


Primroſe, I'll enjoy the Pleaſure of Revenge too, in 


its turn, and make Miſs Belina pay ſwinging for her 
G nſolence. 


$82 The Mother=1n- Law ; or, 


Inſolence. Hah! here ſhe comes, and her Fellow 
with her; this is a little unlucky. 


Prim. [ Aſide.] Confuſion! What brivg s them here 


now? Whar can be the Meaning of this? or, what 
will be the Conſequence of this critical Scene? —— 
I wiſh I could give them Notice, that they might 


know how to behave — - but tis * we muſt 


ſtand 1 it, now. 


Enter Beaumont and Belina. 


Beau. | As he enters. | Yes, Belina, your Uncle has, 


by this time, made my Propoſal to your Father; I'll 
54 * no longer truſt my Paſſion to precarious 
Artifice, but make my Claim with Opennels and Ho- 


nmour. 


How does my Father do? 
Prim. Ah! Madam. 
Belina. What's the matter? 
Prim. Alas! he's dead, Madam. 
Belina. My Father dead! Primroſe ? 


Belina. What ails thee, Primroſe ? Why thoſe Tears? 


Prim. Yes, you ſec bim there; he expir d this Me- 


ment in a Fit. 
Belina. Ohl! 2 35 [ Faints. 
Beau. Hah! help her, Primvoſs me faints. 
Prim. Tender Creature But ſee, ſhe reco- 
Vers. 
Belina. This is a cruel Stroke, indeed! to loſe my 
Father, who was every thing in the World to me; 
and to loſe him at a Time too, when he had coneeiv'd 
a Diſpleaſure againſt me! the n of this adds 
Stings to my Affliction. 


Beau. Be comforted, Madam, nor ſtrive to aggra- 


vate your ' Grief by fuch Reflexions 3 Beaumont will 
ſupply the Loſs of a Father. 

Helina. No, Beaumont, let's talk no more of any 
ſuch thing; I'm determin'd to retire into the Country, 
and be r no longer converſant in this World. — Yes, 

| my 
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my dear Father, if I have formerly oppos'd your In- 


clinations, I'll now execute one of your Intentions at 


leaſt, and atone by that for the Diſquiet I have given 


- Lady Hip. You have Liberty to go, Child, as ſoon 
as you pleaſe. —— I have a Will in my Pocket, here, 
which takes all manner of Trouble off your Hands; 
and you may ſoon pack up, I believe, all that belongs 
to you. 5 $7 


Prim. Yes indeed, Madam, your Father has left the 


ſole Diſpoſal of every thing to her Ladyſhip. 
Belina. Then my Calamity's compleat, indeed. 

My Father! No, he did not, could not do it; 'twas 

that artful, wicked Wife, who ſeduc'd him into an 


Action ſo contrary both to his Reaſon and Nature. 


Beau. Let not that Particular, Madam, add any 


thing to your Diſtreſs; you have {till an affluent For- 


tune at command, and I rejoice at this Opportunity 


of adding ſome little Merit to my Paſſion. 


louſly well! 


Boelina. Act, do you ſay? No, Madam, Ta no 
more a Countefeit in Grief, than you are in Joy, 
Lady Hip. Why, really, Child, we have both rea- 


ſon enough to be in earneſt. 


Beau. Barbarous Monſter! te inſult a Poverty, her 
on Treachery was the Cauſe . 


Belina. Bur I ſhall not reign my Right ſo tamely as 
you may think; the World ſhall be made acquainted 


with the Story, Madam. —— Yes, Madam, it ſhall 
know by what ſcandalous Methods you practis'd on 
my Father's ealy Temper, to ruin, moſt unnatural- 


ly ruin his own Children, ro glut your Appetite for 


Wealth — and then, how ungratefully, how ſa- 
vagely you revell'd at the Death of this good deluded 


Husband, whoſe only Crime was being fond of ſuch a 
Twin [I Wiping ber Eyes. 


Lady Hip. Whilſt you entertain yourſelf with 
theſe fine Reflexions, * I'll beg leave to go and 


2 ſettle 


Lady Hip. Why, you both act your Parts miracu- 


34 The Mother- in- Lau; or, 

ſertle a little neceſſary Buſineſs. ¶ Going out, returns. ] 

But hold, in the firſt Place, ler me ſearch for his Keys, 

for there's Money and Papers I oughr to ſecure. 

Going to bis Pockets. 

. Sir Cred. [Starting up.] Softly, ſoftly, Madam. | 
Omnes. Hahl 5 | p57 

Sir Cred. So, Mrs. Wife, is this your Extreme Love 
and Fondnels for me? 2 55 

Prim. Bleſs us! the dead Man alive again! 

Sir Cred. | Looking for ſome time ſcornfully on his Wife, 
and then running to Belina.] Ah! my dear Girl, come 
to my Arms, let me embrace thee, my Child. Thou 
art my own Daughter, my own Fleſh and. Blood, and 
I'm overjoy'd to diſcover ſo much Good-nature in 
thee. 8 | 

Belina. How welcome and agreeable is this Sur- 
pre! 2 ö 
Sir Cred. [To Lady Hip. ] I'm very glad, Ma- 
dam, . I've diſcover'd your Affection, too, and heard 
the fine Panegyrick you made upon me. — A grunt- 
ing, grumbling, filthy Fellow; always hauking, 
coughing, and ſpitting. — Hey! Miſtreſs. Ah! this 
is ſuch a Leſſon as will make me wiſer for the future, 
I believe. | . | 

Lady Hip. Tis ſuch a Leſſon, Fool, as I ſhall make 


thbee repent having ever got from me. Thou ſhalt pay 


ſo dear for thy Wiſdom, as ſhall make thee with thy 
ſelf in eaſy Deluſion again. 333 
Sir Cred. Mercy o' me! What a Woman tis! — 
Fark ye, Madam, don't threaten, for I ſhall now 
make you go ſeek your Fortune, inſtead of my Daugh- 
ter. . 

Lady Hip. Wilt thou ſo, Man? 5 

Sir Cred. I ſhall procure a Will to take all manner 
of Trouble off your Hands; ſo you may ſoon pack 
up, I believe, all that belongs to you, | 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 5 

Lady Hip. Say'ſt thou ſo, my Soul? Haſt thou 
forgot, then, the Five Thouſand Guineas, and 7 

| muc 


been! 


Lady Hip. 


_ Pleaſure. 
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Sir Cred. Ods 'my Heart! whit a Fool have 1 


Lady Hip. And now, hoy ſhalt be altogether as 
great a Wretch; for I'll ſo chaſtiſe thee for this _ 


rioſity! Pl fo rrample on thee, Worm! 


Sir Cred. Out o' my Houſe, I fay. 
Ha, ha, ha! You talk wildly, my Dear; 
you are light-headed, and don't know it. To bed, 
to bed, Child, and ſend for a Doctor and N urſe, 1 in an 
Inſtant. 

Belina. How, Madam I can no longer bear to 
ſee my Father abus 0 in this manner; and muſt tell 


you — 
Lady Hip. Peace, Peace, Child, and ſhut your 
Mourh again; you'll ſay ſome fooliſh — elſe, that 


will make one bluſh for you. 
Belina. Bluſh! Fy on your you are an audacious 


wicked Woman. 


Beau. Hold, Madam, tis in vain to make any Op- 
poſition; where all Senſe of Shame and Decency is 
loſt, Reproof is but thrown away. | 

Lady Hip. Oh! your Servant, Sir! by your ſage 
Looks and profound Silence, I 24 miſtook you for 
a rational Creature; but an Aſs is ſoon known when 
he offers to bray. 

Prim. I' gad, ſhe'll prove too many for them all. 

Sir Cred. Was there ever ſuch Impudence! I ſhall 
go mad indeed! I- I I'm all on Fire! 

Lady Hip. Then ſet open the Windows, and cool 
your ſelf, my Love, whilſt I go abroad in purſuit of 
I have been coop'd in an Hoſpital long e- 
nough ; 'tis bur juſt I ſhould now enjoy the Fruit of 
my Labour. — Oh! I ſhall fo haraſs you, my Dear, 
that you ſhall wiſh your ſelf as dead as you prerended 
to be. Exit Lady Hip. 

Sir Cred. [ Following her to the Door. | Will you ſo, 


res? Will you fo, Miſtreſs? Pll take care how 


8 3 you 
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you make uſe of your inſolent Tongue! in this Houſe 


any more, tho'. I. I —— Keturning.] Why, 
Wars what a ſhamelcls, terrible Tigreſs, am I * 
to? 


6 Heart. [From the Cloſer.) So, Brother, now you 
e — — 


Sir Cred. Ves, yes; ; and hear too with a ven- 
geance. 


8 I ſwear folemnly, I could never have i imagin 'd 
this. | 
Heart. However, Brother, the Stratagem has not 


been amiſs, fince by this means you have diſcover'd the 
real Sentiments of your Family, and learnt where ro 
place your Affection and Favours. 


Sir Cred. My dear Girl, how ſhall I require thee for 
all thy Goodneſs? | 

Belina. By ſuffering me, Sir, to ask one Bleſſing of 
you —— That if you can't approve the Inclination of 
my Heart, if you reje& the honourable, generous 
Beaumont, 1 may at leaſt live ſingle with my Farher; 
that Favour's all I beg. 

Prim. Nay, Sir, can you hold out againſt all this? 

Heart. Brother, can you be unmoy'd by ſo much 
Duty and Love! . 

975 Cred. Well, let the Gentleman turn Phyſician, 
and I'll conſent ro the Match; turn but Phyſician, 
Sir, and I'll give you my Daughter. 
| Beau. Vdundertakemuch greater Difkiculrics « on that 

Condition, Sir. 
Heart. But, Brother, T have a Thought come into 
my Head —— ev*n turn Phyſician your ſelf; the Con- 
veniency will be {till greater, to have within your ſelf 
every thing you want. 
Sir Cred. | fanſy, Brother, you only jeſt with me. 
Am I of an Age fit to Apply my ſelf ro Study? 
Heart. Pooh! Study! you are learn'd enough in Con- 
ſcience. Tis but putting on the Doctor's Gown and 
Cap, and you'll have more Knowledge in an Inſtant, 
than you'll know what to do withal. 


Prim. 
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Prim. Beſides, Sir, if you had no other Qualifica- 
tion than this Muff of yours, twould go a great way. 


A Muff is more than Half f in Half in the _—_ of 
2 Doctor. 


Heart. True. 
Prim. And when once you are a Doctor, you Wl be 


well in a Trice; for there's no. Diſtemper ſo ſaucy as 


to meddle with the Perſon of a Phyſician. 


Heart, Nay, he has ſo much Skill already, that he 


* 


has cur'd himſelf of the worſt Diſtemper he had. 
Sir Cred. What Diſtemper, Brother? 
Heart. Your Wife, Brother. You have nothing 


more to do, but to purge off the — and you are 
a ſound Man again. 


Sir Cred. I hear you, Sir. 

Heart. But now, Brother, give your Bleſſi ing here. 

Sir Cred. I do, and my Fortune along with it, as a 
Recompence for ſo much a and Affection in my 


Child. 


Heart. Tis generouſly done, —— Thus you have 


made the Story of To- night, a moſt inſtructive Leſſon 
to the World. This juſt Reward of Duty in a Daugh- 


ter, and 1 of a wicked Wite, will teach 
Mankind, | 


That tho? awhile, with Grief and Guiry 0 'ercaſt, 
Virtue till ſhines triumphant at the laſt: 
Whilſt Vice, like Meteors, with a ſickly Flame, 
Glares for an Hour, then links! in endleſs Shame, 
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The Epilogues in vogue to modern P lays, 
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Spoken by Mr. CIBBER, Mr. GRIFFIN, 


and Mrs. HERON, in the Characters of 
HEADPIECE, Hirrisn, and PRIMROSE, : 


Mrs. Her. HE Epilogue — 
Mr. Cib. — There's none. 
Mrs. Her. — — Ph. 


Mr. Cib. ———_— = Nay's no Jole, 
The Author won't permit one 10 be ſpoke. : 


Mrs. Her. No Epilogue ! the Man's a Fool, PII ſwwear; 
Mr. Cib. Right, elſe be bad not been a Wit, my Dear. 


| [Addrefling himſelf to the Audience. 
Howe er, be begs this Buſineſs Td excuſe ; WE 


And gives theſe Reaſons why he did refuſe: 7 


Firſt, to the Modeſt and the Fair, he ſays, ci 
Are ſuch flat, nauſeous, witleſs, meanleſs Cant, 
He's ſure they'll gladly overlook the Want; 
And to that Sex ſuch Reverence he does bear, _ 
He ſcorns to write what they muſt bluſh to bear. 
As for the Griticks — he can ne er think fit, 
Tho' they ſhould damn his Play, to damn the Pit : 
But, ſhould they condeſcend to ſmile — why then, 
To ſnew his Gratitude, he'll write again. 


Mrs. Heron adyancing, and taking Mr. Cibber by 
the Sleeve, 


Mrs. Her. But hold, Sir, fince the Poet's ſuch an Ey, 
PII venture to ſay ſomething for my ſelf. 
' This Moment I was whiſper*d by @ Smart, 


Gad's Life! my Dear, you' 've play'd an Under-part. 
But he's miſtaken — niine's the nobleſt Poſt, 


In each one Houſe in T 0Wn we ruje the Roaſt : 


For 


7 
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Fur all the Fame we aim at, is to raiſe 


Smiles from ſuch Beauty, from ſuch Tudgment Praiſe. 


E P 1 L 6 U VE; 
For hs ; my Lady-Wife may boince and before 


And for a miſplac'd Pin, or Patch, correct her; ; 


Tet fiill, to make amends for this Diſaſter, 

The Maid is always Miſtreſs of her Maſfer: 

This the great Dames with ſo much Envy view, 

They dreſs like us, to rob us of our Due; 
In round-ear'd Coif, white Apron, and ſuf Gown, 
Your Lady Betties trip about the Town ; 


Whilſt nice Sir Fopling, and his Brother Beaux, 


Tranſported, ſtep into their Footmen's Clothes; 


Proud of the Oaken Club, and tuck d-up Hair, 
They then, firſt, really are what they 7 ran 


Thus noue, I'm ſure, who are true 


tends to Love, 
But muſt my modiſh Character approve. 


Mr. Griffin adyancing. 


Mr. Grif. And ſure, Sir Hip can never fail to pleaſe, 
The Doctor now is the polite Diſcaſe; 
That Beau, or Belle, is judg'd unread, who doth not 
At ev'ry Meal quote Cheney and Arbuthnotz 
Applaud fair Water, with Champaign replete z 


And, after fix full Courſes, rail at Meat. 


Therefore we humbly hope, tho! no- a- days 

A ſudden Death's the Fate of moſt new Plays, 
Since from the Doctor's fatal Clutches got, 

4 longer 858 will be our fick Man's Lot. 


Mr. Cibber advancing again. 


Mr. Cib. Poor 1, an Eſſex-Calf, and Headpiece, Play; 
That's no new Character for me, 501 ſay, 8 


J a# the Calf and Headpiece every Day. 


{ own the Charge with Pride, ſince by that means. 
¶ better could divert you in theſe Scenes: 


F 
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The BEGG A R's OPERA. As it is Aed at the Theatie-Royal d 1 
Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. GA. - Nos hac novimus eſſe nihil. | 
Mart. With the OUVERTURE in SCORE, the SONGS and the f 
BASSES, (the OVVERTURE and BASSES Compos'd by Dr. PE- 

PUSH) Curiouſly Engrav'd oy COPPER PLATES  —- = 


CHIRON to ACHILLES, A POEM. By Hildebrand Jacob, Eſq; 
| | Nes off ſevera Voluptas, © 3 

Fifty One NEW FABLES in Verſe, (Invented for the Amuſement of 
His Highneſs WILLIAM Duke of Cumbetland) By Mr. GAY: With 
Fifty One Cutts, Deſign'd by Mr. Kent and Mr. Wotton, and Engraved by 
Mr, Baron, Mr, Vandergucht, and Mr. Fourdrinier, The Third Edition, 

| ng 2M Juſt Pubiſh'd, | ED 
| MEMOIRS of the LIFE of BARTON BOOTH, Eſq; With his 
* CHARACTER. To which are added ſeveral POET IC AL. PIECES, 

written. by Himſelf, viz, Tranſlations from Horace, Songs, Odes, &c, To 

which is likewiſe annex'd, The CASE of Mr. BOOTH's laft Illneſs, and 
what was obſerv'd (particularly with regard to the Quick-Silyer found in his 
Inteſt ines) upon Opening of his Body, in the Preſence of Sir Hans' Sloan, by 
Mr. Alexander Small, Surgeon. Publiſk'd by an Intimate Acquaintance of 
Mr. Booth. By Conſent of his Widow. ------ Qua doctus Reſcius egit. Hor, 


Lately Publiſh'd, Curiouſly Printed in SIX POCKET VOLUMES. 
| The MUSICAL MISCELLANY: Being a Colleftion of CHOICE 
SONGS and LYRICK POEMS. Set to-MUSICK by the moſt emi- 


nent MASTERS, (With the BASSES to each Tune, and Tranſpos'd fox 
the FLUTE), viz. | 6 


Mr. Attilio. Mr.Geminiani, Mr. D. Purcell. 
Mr. Barret. Mr. Gough, M. H. Purcell. 
—. Mr. Betts. 8 Mr, Grano. Mr. RKamondon, 
32> Mc. Bononeini. Mr. Graves. Mr. Ravenſcraft. 
Mr. Bradley. Dr. Green. | Mr. David Rizzio, 
. 500 Mr. Brailsford. Mr. Handel. Mr. Seedo, 
MI. Burgeſs. Mr. Haym. MI. J. Sheeles, 
MI. Carey. Mr. Holmes. Ar. Trevers. 
MI. Charke. Mr. Holcomb,  - Mx. Vincent, 
Mr. Cole. Mr. Leveridge. Mr. Webber, 
Dr. Croft. _ Mr. Monro. _ Me. Weldon. 
Mr. Dieupart. Dr. Pepuſch. Mr. Which ell. 
Mr. Flemming. f , Mr. Petter. 0 15 Mr. Auth, Young. 
Mr. Galliard. V ä 
. TRAGEDIES. 


CELIA, or The Perjur d LOVER. A True Tragical Story in Common 
Life, and the Incidents very Natural and Moving. ES. 
PERIANDER, King of Corn Tragedy. As it is Added at the 
Theatre Royal in Lincoln's-Ina Fields. Written by Mr. JOHN TRACY. 
To which is prefix d, The HISTORY of PERIANDER: Exttacted 
from the moſt Authentick Greek and Latin Hiſtorians, and the Chevalier 
Ram ſays Cyrus. Addreſs'd to the Readers and Spectators of the Trage- 
dy of PERIANDER. | 
TIMOLEON. A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre Royal, by His 
Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr. Benjamin Martyn. The Second Edition. 
The FATAL EXTRAVAGAN CE. A Tragedy. As it is Acted at 
the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields, Written by Mt. Mitchell, The 
ö Fourth Edition Correcte. 
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. DOVBLE FALSHDON; er, The DISTREST LOVERS, 4 
Play, as it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. Written Originally 
by Mr. W. Shakeſpeare; and now Reviſed and Adapted 90 the Stage by Mg 
Theobald, the Author of Shakeſpeare Reftor'd. 


The VIRGIN QUEEN. A Tragedy. As it is "tac i at the Theatre- 


Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. Richard Barford. 


The FATE of VILLANY. A Play. Asitis Add by the Conipany 
of Comedians at the Theatre in Goodman's-Fields. 


SCANDERBEG. A Tragedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre i in Good- 
man's-Fields. By Mr. Havard. Va mon Enfan, prend a Fortune. 


13 The TRAGEDY of TRAGEDIES; or The Life and Death of TOM 


HUMSBS the GREAT, As it is Acted at the Theatre in the * -Matket, 
With the Annotations of H. Scriblerus Secundus. 


The COVENT GARDEN TRAGEDY, As it ! lh Afed at the The- 
ane in Drury-Lane. By His Majeſty's Servants. | 


COMEDIES. 


The MOTHER-IN-LAW; or, The DOCTOR the DISEASE, A Co- 
medy. 1 
TIM ON in I. 0 VE; or, The Innocent Theft. 4 comedy. Taken 


from 1 HIM ON MISANTHRQPE of the SIEUR DE LISLE. 


The CORNISH SQUIRE. A Comedy. Done from the French of 
MOLIERE by the late Sir. John Vanbrugh, Mr. Walſh, and Mr. 


Congreve. 


The PROVOK'D HUSBAND; or, a JOURNEY.to LONDON, 


A Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. 
Written by the late Sir John Vanbrugh, and Mr. Cibber. The Second Edition. 


The MISER. A Comedy. Taken from Plautus and Moliere. As it is 
Acted at the Theatre-Royal in 3 by His Majeſty s Servants. By 


Henry Fielding, Eſq; 


The MODERN HUSBAND.. A Comedy, As it is Acted at the 


Theatre Royal in Drury-Lane, by his * s Servants. Written by Henry 


Fielding, Eſq; 
The LOTTERY. AF ARC E, As it is Ad at the Theatre-Royal, 
by his Majeſty's Servants, With the Muſick prefix d to each Song. 

The MODISH COUPLE. A Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre- 
Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by CHARLES BO OENS, Eſq; 

The LOVER. A COMEDY. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal 
in Drury-Lane; By His Majeſty's Servants, . Written by Mr. THEOPHI1- 
LUSCIBBER, Comedian. - 


The COFFEE-HOUSE POLITICIAN ; or, the ju STICE L nts þ in ; his 


own. TRA. As it is Acted at the Theatre i in Lincoln' ian Fields. Writ- 


ten by Mr. Fielding, * 


The HUMOURS of Oo F ORD. A Gomale: As it is Acted at the 


Theatte-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants, Wiitten * a Gentleman of Wad- 
ham - College. 


The TEMPLE B EAU. A Comedy. As it is Aged at the Theatre i in 


SGoodman's. Fields. Written by Mr. Fielding. 


The DISSEMBLEDW ANTON; or, My SON get MONEY. A 


| Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn-Fields. Writ- 


ten by Mr. Welſted. gs; 
LOVE in SEVERAL MASQUES. A Comedy. As it is Ated a 
the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. Wrirea by Mr. Fielding. 
The AUTHOR's FARCE; and The PLEASURES of the T O W No 
As it is Acted at the Theatre in the Hay-Market. 


— — — 4 


2 


Done from MOLIERE. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal i in Diury-Lane. 


- Fhe ie erben 1 "Colic; As *. at the 


Theatre in Goodman's-Fields. 


The LETTER-WRITERS; or, A New Way to Ls a Wife at Home, 
A Farce, As it is Aged at the Theatre i in the Hay- Market. Written by Sczib= 


lerus Secundus. 


ruhe OLD DEBAVCHEES. 4 3 a it is Added at the Theatre | 
; Royal i in Dcury-Lane. 


| OPERAS after the ITALIAN manner. 130 
' DEBORAH. An ORATORIO : Or, Sacred Prama. As it is perform d 


at the King's Theatre in the Hay- Market. The Muſick Compor'd by . HAN- 


DEL. The Words by Mr. HUMPRHETYS. 
ATHALIA. An OR ATORIO: or SACRED DRAMA, As Per- 


form'd at the Theatre in Oxford. At the Time of the Publick AR. The 


Muſick Compos'd by Mr. HANDEL. The Drama by Mr. HUMPHREYS. 


Accs and GALATEA: An Engliſh Paſtoral OPERA E a grar | 


ſet ro Muſick by Mr. HAN DEL. 


VLISSES. An OPERA. As it is  Perform'd at the Theatre- Royal i in 
Lincoln's-Inn Fields. The Muſick Composꝰd by Mr. FOHN CHRISTOPHER 
SMITH, Junior. The Words by Mr, HUMPHRETS, 


AMELIA. A New Engliſh OPERA. As it is Perform'd at the New 


Theatre in the hed ed Set to Muſick by Mr. John Frederick W 


OPERAS with the MUSICE. 


The BEGG A= OPERA. As it is Atted at the Nes Kemal in 
Lincoln's-Inn Fields. Written by Mr. Gay. The Second Edition: To which 


is Added the Ouverture in Score; With the Muſick prefix d to each Song. 


The TUNES to the SONGS in the BEGGAR's OPERA Tranſpos'd for 


the FLUTE, Contaiping Sixty Nine Aits. 
' The INTRIGUING CHAMBERMAID. A Comedy. By Lienry 


Fielding, Eſq; With the Muſick prefix d to each Song. To which is prefix'd 
an Epiſtle from the Author to Mrs. Clive. 


ACHILLES, An OPER A: Written by the late Mr. GAY. The Second 


Edition. To which is Ade the LIF E of AC H IL LES, Extracted from «, 
various Authors. 


The LIVERY RAKE, aid. COUNTRY L ASS. An OPERA. As 
it is Perform'd at the Theatres in Drury-Lane and the 1k With — 


Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 


The BO AR DING- s CH OO]; or, The SHAM CAPTAIN. An 
OPERA. As it is Perform'd at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, by His 
Majeſty's Servants. Written by the Author of The Beggar' 8 Wedding, and 
The Devil to Pay. With the Muſick prefix'd to each Song. 


The DEVILtoPAY; or, The WIVES METAMORPHOSD. An 
OPERA. As it is a d at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. By His 


Majeſty's Servants. Written by the Author of the Beggar's Wedding. With 


the Mulick prefix'd to each Song. 
The MOCK DOCTOR; or, The DUMB LADY Curd. A comedy. 


By His Majeſty's Servants. With the Muſick * d to each Song. 


et e 
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TheHIGHLAND- ri or UNION of the CLANS; An OPERA? 
As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-L ane, by His Majeſty's Servants. 


Written by Mr. MIT C H ELL. With the MUSICK, (which * conſiſts of 


Scots TUNES) Prefix d to each Song. 


The JOVIAL CRE w. A Comic Opera. As it is Acted at the Theatee: 
Royal, by his Majeſty's Servants. 


SILVIA; or, the COUNTRY BURIAL. An "ANY As it is Acted 
at the Theatre-Royal in Lincoln's - Inn Fields. With the Muſick prefix d to 


each Song. Written by Nr. LI LLO, Author of the TROP | of GEORGE 


BARNWELI. 


LOVE in a RIDDLE. A PASTOR AL. As it is Acted at the Thea- 
tre-Royal by His Majeſty's Servants, Written by Mr, Cibber, With the Mu- 
ſick prefix d to each Song. | 


The VILLAGE OPERA. Asit is Acted at the Theatre-Royal, by His 


Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr. * With the Mulick pre fix d to 
each Song. 


The LOVER's OPERA. As it is ARed. at the Theatre-Royal in W 


= by Mr. Chetwood. The Third Edition, with Alterations; ang — 


Muſick prefix d to each Song. 


Mo Mus turn'd FABU LIST: or, VULCAN*s WEDDING. An Ope- 
ra: After the Manner of the Beggar's Opera. As it is perform'd at the Thea- 
tre-Royal in Lincoln's-Inn Fields, With the Muſick prefix d to each Song. 


The FASHIONABLE LA D I; or HARL E QVIN* s OPERA. In 
the Manner of a REHEARSAL. As it is Perform'd at the Theatre in 


Goodman' * Written by Mr. RS with the Muſick prefix d to each 
Song. 


p. ATI E and PEGGY: Or, is FAIR FOUNDLING. A Scotch Ballad | 


Opera. As it is Acted at the Theatre-Royal 1 in Dinry-Lane, With the Mu- 
ſick prefix d to each Song. 


DAMON and PHIL LI DAA: A Ballad opera of One Act. As it is 'Per- 
formed at the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane. With the Mulch prefix'd to 
each Song. 


The CHAMBER- MAID. A BALLAD OPER A of One Act. As 


it is Perform'd at the Theatre-Royal, by His Majeſty's Servants. With the 
Muſick prefix*d to each Song. 


The QUAKER's OPER A. As neckhin'd at Lee's and Harper's Great 
Theatrical Booth in e With the Muſick prefix d ro each 
Tong: | 


ROBIN HOOD. An OPER A. Withthe Muſick prefix dito each Song. 


The GEN EROUS FREE-MASON : or, The CONSTANT LADY. With the 


Humours of Squire Noodle, and his Man Doodle. A Tragi-Comi-Fareical 
| Ballad Opera. In Three Acts. With the Mukick prefix d to o each _ 


eus 


— 
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and Engliſp; Extracted from Monſieur Bayle, Rapin, &c, - 


tlemen, who all join'd and conſulted together about 


n TWELVAH 
Latch Publiſhed, 


(Being @ wery proper PRESENT to young Gentlemen and Ladies at 

'BOARDING-SCHOOLS, Cc. ot only as a great inducement 

to their learning the French Language, hut likewiſe the of Chaſte, 
Moral, and Diverting Amuſement to emphy their Leifure Hours) | 


#,* ASELECT COLLECTION of MOLIERE's COMEDIES, 
French and Engliſh, in EIGHT POCKET VOLUMES, neatly Printed 
an a Fine Paper, with a Curious Frontiſpiece to each Comedy. To which is 
prefix d a Curious PRINT of the AUTHOR, and his LIFE in French 


» 


N. B. The Tranſlation is entirely New, and was undertaken by ſeveral Gen- 


which particular Care has been had to keep as cloſe as poſlible to the Origi- 
nal, and obſerye the very Words of the Author as well as the Senſe, ſo far as 


- was conſiſtent with the Freedom and Spirit of the Dialogue, in order to make 


it more ſerviceable to thoſe of our own Nation, who deſire an Acquaintance 
with the Language or Genius of their Neighbours; and likewiſe to Foreigness 


n may late dne {ame Inclination vith telppe to VU. 


Lately Publiſh'd. 


| The TRAVELS and ADVENTVRES of the Sieur JACQUES MASSE. 


Beiu.g a very entertaining Account of his Arrival in an unknown Country in 


Terra Auſtralis, after having ſuffer'd two Shipwrecks: Of the ſtrange Manned 
d Cuſtoms of the People: Of his curious Converſations with the Prieftsr 


udges, and with the KING, himſelf, on the Subjects of Religion, Trade, aus, 
almoſt all the Arts and Sciences: Of his Paſlage from the Southern Conn- 


tries to Goa, where he was impriſon'd in the Inquiſition: Of his being taken 


dy Pirates in his Voyage from thence to Lisbon; and of his Ranſom from 
Slavery, and Arrival at London: Beſides many other moſt diverting Inci- 
dents, which are very agreeably interſpers'd in the Narrative. 8 


' LETTERS of ABELARD and HELOISE. To which is prefix'd a parti- 
cular Account of their Lives, Amours, and Misfortunes, extracted chiefly 


from Monſieur BAYLE. Tranſlated from the French, by the late JOHN 


HUGHES, Eſq; 


| The Works of Mr. Henry Needler; conſiſting of ORIGINAL..P OE MS, 


TRANSLATIONS, ESSAYS and LET TERS. Nemo parum diu 


vixit, qui Virtutis perfe&z perfecto functus eſt munere. Cicero de contem- 
nenda Morte, The Second Edition, Publiſh'd by Mr, Duncombe. | 


The VOYAGES and ADVENTURES of CAPTAIN ROBERT BOTLF, 
In ſeveral Parts of the World. Intermix'd with the Story of Mrs. Villars, an 


Engliſh Lady with whom he made his ſurprizing Eſcape from Barbary; The 


Hiſtory of an Italian Captive; and the Life of Don Pedro Aquilio, &c. Full 
of various and amazing Turns of Fortune. To which is added, The Voyage, 
Shipwreck, and Miraculous Preſervation of Richard Caſtelman, Gent. With a 


| Deſcription of the City of Philadelphia, an d the Country of Penſylvania. The 


Second Edition. 


every Part of it; in 


2 
2 


1 


JJ ĩ² . OE - OR” 0 


n TWELYES, 


Lately Publiſh'd, with the Addition of Nine P IE CES (mark'd thus * 
in this Advertiſement) and Adorn'd with curious CUT TS, De- 
ſign'd by Mr. John Vanderbank and Mr. Highmore, and Engrav'd 
by Mr. Gerard Vandergucht, the Second Edition of | 


A A SELECT COLLECTION of NOVELS and HIS ro- 
RIES. In Six Volumes. Written by the moſt Celebrated Authors in ſeveral 
Languages. Many of which never appear'd in Engliſh before. All New 
Tranſlated and Compiled from the moſt Authentick Originals, 


VOL. I. Containing | Vol. Iv. Containing 
n Extract of Monſieur Huet's Diſ- The Happy Slave. 
courſe concerning the Original of The Rival Ladies, 
Romances. - * The Loves of King Henry II, and 
ZAYDE. I Fair Roſamond, 
The Marriage of Belphegor. The Innocent Adultery, 
* The Adventures of Meleſicthon. | The Hiſtory of the Conſpiracy of the 
The Jealous Eſtremaduran. ; Spaniards againſt the Republick of 
*The Hiſtory and Fall of the Lady | Venice. FF 
% N VOI. V. Containing 
* The Adventures on the Black Monn- | The Little Gypſy, 
tains. IEthelinda. +. | 
V OL. II.-Containing ] The Amour of Count Palyiano and 
The Princeſs of Cleves | Eleonora 1 
The Fair Maid of the Inn. * The Unhappy Favourite: Or, the 
The Force of Friendſhip, . Fall of Robert Earl of Eſſex. 
* Charon: or, The Ferry Boat. Scanderbeg the Great. + 
The Hiſtory of the' Captive. J Vol. VI. Containing, 
VOL. 11. Containing, The Life of Caſtruccio Caſtracani of 
Don Carlos. | Laugea. | pl 
The Hiſtory of Count Belflor and | The Loves of Oſmin and Daraxa. 
Leonora de Ceſpedes. | The Spaniſh Lady of England. 
The Curious Impertinent. _ {| The Lady Cornelia. 
_ *The Hiſtory of Jane Shore. * The Hiſtory of Maſſanielo 
The Prevalence of Blood, | The Falſe Dutcheſs. 
The Liberal Lover. * Memoirs of the Impriſonment and 
The Beautiful Turk,  _  } Death of Mary Queen of Scots. 


The Third Edition of 


Dr. CROXALL's FABLES of Xſop and Others. Newly done inte 
Epglith, With an Application to each Fable, Illuſtrated with Cutts. 
5 85 - Farrit aniles | 5 
Ex re Fabellas ---=-=== | Hor. 


The FAIR CIR CASS1 AN, a Dramatick Performanee. Done from 
the Original by a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxford, To which are added 
ſeveral Occaſional Poems, by the ſame Author. | 


Les AVANTURESde TELEMAQUE Fils d'Ulyſſe. Par feu Meſ- 
fire: Francois. de Salignac de la Motte Fenelon, Precepreur de Meſſei gneurs, 
les Enfans de France, & depuis Archeyeque Due de Cambrai, Prince du ſaint 


Empire, &c. Nouvelle Edition conforme au Manuſcript original. Avec. es 


emarques pour l' eclairciſſemegt de cet Ouvrage. 


Lately PubIſh'd, in Printed in One Plume in oc TA 50. 


DIONYSII LoNGINI de SUBLIMITATE COMMENTARIVS, quem ? 
Nova Vetfione donavit, Notis illüſtravit, & partim Manuſcriptorum ope, par- 
tim conje&uri emendavit (additis etiam omnibus ejuſdem Auctoris Fragmentis) 
ZACHARIAS' PEARCE, S. T. P. Regiæ Majeſtati à Sacris Domeſticis, &cc. 
Editio ſecunda, Notis & Emendationibus auctior. Ex Officina Jacobi Tonſon, 
& Johannis Watts. 

BUCSCRII NOVUM TESTAMENTUM Gre, 

C. JULIKCESARIS que extant, accuratiſſimè cum Libris Editis 
& MSS, optimis Collata, Recognita & Correcta. Accefſerunt Annota- 

tiones Samuelis Clarke, S. T. T. Item Indices Locorum, Rerumque & ver- 
borum, Utiliſſimi. Ex Officina Jacobi Tonſon, & Johannis Watts. 


Lately Publiſh'd, by Mr. M AIT T AIR E, very Convenient for 
8 c HOOLS, Curiouſly and Correfly Printed in Duodecimo, | 
the following Books, to be had of the Bookſellers both of 
Town and Country, 


NOVUM TEST AMENTUM. Greet. 
' SOPHOCLIS Tragcœdiæ ſeptem. Cum Verſione Latina & ſele&s qui- 
buſdam variis Lectionibus. | 
HoOMERI llias. Adjicitut in Calcem epi Latina. Scholis i in 
Anglia Celeberrimis; Etonenſi, Weſtmonaſterienſi Regiis; Wintonienſi, Car- 
thußanz, Paulinæ & Mercatorum ſciſſorum, hæc Homeri Editio, i in Earum 
przcipue Uſum Concinnata, humillime Offertur * 
P. VIRGILII MARONIS Opera. 
Q. RORATII FLAC CI Opera. 
CATULLI, TIBULLIL, & PROPER TI opera. 
T. OVIDII NASONIS Opera, tribus tomis comprehenſa. 
PUBLII TEREN TXiI Carthaginienſis Afri Comœdiæ ſex, 
*FI TI LUCRETII CAR1-de Rerum Natura libri ſex: _ 
M. ANN KI LUCANI Fhatſalia: five de Bello Gol inter Caſa: . 
rem & Pompeium libri decem. 5 
PHEDRI Aug. Liberti Fabularum 1 libei quinque; item Fa- 
bulz quzdam ex MS. veteri 2 Marquardo Gudio deſcciptz ; cum Indice vo- 
cum & Locutionum. Appendicis loco adjiciuntur Fabulæ Græcæ quædam & 
Latinæ ex variis Authoribus collectæ quas claudit Avieni Kſopicarum Fabus 
larum liber unicus. 
D. JUNII JUVENALI1S & AULL PERSII FRAGET Saryre. 
M. VALE RI MARTIALIS Epigrammata. 1 
CHRISTUS PATIENS, Rapini carmen Heroicum. | 
MUSARUM ANGLICANARUM ANALE CTA: ſive pot ma- 
ta quzdam melioris Notz, ſeu haſtenus Inedita, ſeu ſparſim Edita, i in duo 
volumina congeſta. Editio Quarta, Prioribus auctior. 
- T. LIVII PATAVINI Hiſtoxiarum ab Urbe condita Libri qui drehn. 
In 6 F.. 
C. PLINII C ECILIL Secundi Epiſtolz & Panegyricus. 
CoRNELII NEPOTIS excellentium Imperatorum vitæ. 5 
LUCIUS ANNEAUS FLORUS, Cui ſubjuogirar, Lucil 3 liber | 
 memorialis. 
"CAL SALLUSTII CRISPI qus extant. 
VELLEII PATERCULI Hiſtoriæ Romanæ quæ 0 | 
JUSTIN I Hiftoriarum ex Trogo Pompeio libri XLIV. 
Q. CUR TIVUS RUEVUS de rebus geſtis Alexandri Magni. 
C. JULII CASARIS & A. HIRTLL de rebus à C. Julio Ceſare 
eftis Commentarii: Cum C. Jul. Cæſaris Fragmentis. 
Son C10 N ES & ORATIONES ex Hiſtoricis Latinis excerptæ. 


